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Pee)^ Gynt, in some ways the counterpait 
of Brand, Ibsen’s other major verse- 
drama, is in part a symbolic vehicle tor 
philosophy, in part (a slightly more 
important part) a satire on Norw^ian 
character and society, but above all it is 
a dramatic fantasy and a poetic treat- 
ment of Norwegian folklore themes. 
There was a real-life character, a peasant 
hero who lived in Gudbrandsdal about 
thirty years before Ibsen’s birth, called 
Peer Gynt, and the uppermost intcntiuii 
in the playwright’s mind was nothing 
more than to put into dramatic, poetic 
or m some of the legends or Eventyr of tiic 
central Norwegian mountains as they an 
found in Asbjornsen’s prose collection; 
Peer Gynt being used as a pivot and con- 
necting link between folk-tale legends. 
That he developed out of a stock folk- 
hero, like Grettir the Strong, into a 
living complex individual is the effect 
of Ibsen’s peculiar genius. 

This drama was written amidst a 
scene far removed in clime and distance 
from Dovre Fjeld — in the sunshine of 
Ischia and the Sorrento Peninsula where 
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INTRODUCTION 


Peer Gynt was written in 1867, when Ibsen was nearly 
forty. ^ It followed his other great dramatic poem. 
Brand, by rather less than two years, — for Brand, 
though not published till 1866, was written in 1865. 
The contrast offered by the audacious high spirits of 
Peer Gynt to the austere gloom of Brayxd was a reflection 
of a welcome change in their author’s worldly circum- 
stances. Ibsen’s growing independence of thought and 
his increasing frankness in insisting upon it (as he had 
done in his play Love's Comedy) had aroused a tempest 
of criticism in his own country, and in 1864 he had cast 
off the embarrassing trammels of national and family 
ties and had gone into voluntary exile in Italy. This 
had been rendered possible by a small grant of money 
that had been awarded him by the Norwegian govern- 
ment and substantially supplemented by the kindness 
of one or two friends. Brand was the first outcome ol 
his detachment from real poverty. It to a great extent 
rehabilitated his repute at home, and put some money 
in his pocket; and this success further resulted in the 
Norwegian government’s allotting him a “ literary 
pension ” of some ninety pounds a year. This sum, 
together with what he expected to make by his pen, 
opened out a prospect of a life of literary activity 
unhampered by continual anxiety as to his daily bread. 

Peer Gynt obviously was written when his tempera- 
ment was on the rebound and he was beginning to feel 
assurance that he could be as independent in thought 
and word as he pleased. It was conceived (as he says in 
a letter to Bjornson) in the mood of a “ Korstog-Jubel ” 
— a Crusader’s Song of Triumph.” ” After Brand 
came Peer Gynt, as though of itself,” he says in another 

' Further details respecting Ibsen’s life and writings will 
be found in the introductions to the five preceding volumes 
of Ibsen’s plays in ” Everyman's Library.” 

V 
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letter; ' “ it was written in Southern Italy, in the Island 
of Ischia and at Sorrento. So far away from one*s future 
readers, one becomes reckless.” Again, in a letter 
written some five years after Peer Gynt appeared, he 
says; ** Peer Gynt is the very antithesis of Brand. . . . 
It is reckless and formless, written with no thought of 
the consequences — as I could only dare to write when 
far from my own country.” 

In 1880 Ibsen replied to one of his translators, who 
had asked for information as to the genesis of Peer 
Gynt in its author’s brain: ” to make the matter in- 
telligible I should have to write a whole book, and for 
that the time has not yet come. Everything that I have 
written has the closest possible connection with what I 
have lived through, even if it has not been my own 
personal experience; in every new poem or play I have 
aimed at my own spiritual emancipation and purifica- 
tion.” As a matter of fact one of the outstanding 
features of Peer Gynt — the character of Aase, Peer’s 
mother, and the incidents woven round her — was, as 
we learn from Ibsen’s letters, derived directly from his 
own experiences. ” This poem,” he wrote to his friend 
Hansen in 1870, ” contains much that is reminiscent of 
my own youth; for Aase, my mother — ^with necessary 
exaggerations — served as model.” Again, in a letter 
written to Brandes in 1882, he says; ” My father was 
a merchant with a large business and wide connections, 
and he enjoyed dispensing reckless hospitality. In 1836 
he failed, and nothing was left to us except a farm. . . . 
In writing Peer Gynt I had the circumstances and 
memories of my own childhood before me when I 
described the life in the house of ‘ the rich John Gynt.’ ” 

With its obvious satire on the typical Norwegian 
temperament, as well as on what Ibsen considered a 
ridiculous aspiration for ” national self-realisation,” it 
is not surprising that Peer Gynt was not at first as 
popular in Norway as Brand had been. Seven editions 
of Brand had appeared before Peer Gynt reached its 
third. In 1876 Ibsen prepared an abridged version of 
Peer Gynt for representation at the Christiania theatre, 

^ I quote from Mary Morison’s translation of Ibsen's 
Correspondence, published in 1905. 



Introduction 


vii 

where it was performed with Grieg’s incidental music; 
and by degrees it became a stock feature in the reper- 
tories of the chief Scandinavian theatres. The earliest 
German translation of the poem was published in i88i; 
the first English in 1892; and the first French in 1896. 
In Germany and in France performances have been 
given of abridged versions, and in 1906 Richard Mans- 
field produced an almost complete version at Chicago. 
In this country there has not yet been any attempt at 
a complete public performance, though a selection of 
scenes, translated by Miss I. M. Pagan, has been 
performed semi-privately. 

Peer Gynt is (as Ibsen was emphatic in asserting) first 
and foremost a poetic fantasy, and only incidentally a 
satire. It is a fantasy woven out of the folklore of its 
author’s country and embroidered by his wealth of 
thought and keen wit. There is a philosophy to be found 
in it, no doubt; but Ibsen did not set out to write a 
philosophical poem, but a fantasy. It contains many a 
shaft of satire, no doubt; but it was not primarily 
intended as a satirical poem, but as sheer fantasy. This 
cannot be too emphatically insisted upon, nor too 
dihgently remembered in reading the poem. In a letter 
to his publisher, soon after Peer Gyni had made its 
appearance, Ibsen wrote: I learn that the book has 

created great excitement in Norway. This does not 
trouble me in the least; but both there and in Denmark 
they have discovered much more satire in it than was 
intended by me. Why can they not read the book as a 
poem ? For as such I wrote it. The satirical passages 
are pretty well isolated. But if the Norwegians of to-day 
recognise themselves, as it would appear they do, in the 
character of Peer Gynt, that is the good people’s own 
affair.” 

Peer Gynt has been the prey of many commentators ; 
and of the majority of them the question might well 
be asked: “Why can you not read it as a fantasy? 
For as such Ibsen wrote it.” Ibsen himself ruefully 
complained more than once that his critics persisted in 
reading far more into his work than he had intentionally 
put there; and Peer Gynt has been a sufferer in this 
respect. The wise reader, approaching the poem for the 



VIU 


Peer Gynt 

first time, will simply abandon himself or herself to 
the current of fancy — now laughing, now tender, now 
ironical — that sweeps through it ; remembering that it 
is folklore, and the folklore of a people to whose pea- 
santry Trolls and Witches are even to-day a reality. 
There are isolated difficulties to be encountered in the 
reading, no doubt; an attempt has been made to touch 
on some of them in footnotes to the present translation; 
but, in the main, if the poem be read with an apprecia- 
tion of its origin and intention, and with a modicum of 
common sense, its fantasy need not unduly bewdlder nor 
its philosophy unduly puzzle. Even caprice is permissible 
in a fantasy; Ibsen, on being asked if he corroborated a 
suggested explanation of a certain scene in Peer Gynt, 
replied that nothing had been farther from his thoughts 
than what his commentator suggested, and that he had 
as a matter of fact ‘'stuck in the scene as a mere 
caprice.*' 

In sending his publishers the manuscript of the poem, 
Ibsen wrote; “ It may interest you to know that Peer 
Gynt was a real person, who lived in Gudbrandsdal, 
probably at the end of last, or the beginning of this, 
century. His name is still [1867] well known among the 
peasants there; but of his exploits not much more is 
known than is to be found in Asbjomsen’s Norwegian 
Fairy Tales. , . . Thus I have not had very much to 
build upon, but that has left me so much the more 
liberty.” In Asbjornsen's book Peer Gynt's chief 
exploits lie in the direction of fighting and conquering 
Trolls. 

It is practically impossible for any translation of 
Peer Gynt to be entirely satisfactory. It must be in 
verse; a prose version of such a fantasy is unthinkable 
— even if it were not for the fact that its author declared 
that he would rather never see it translated than 
translated into prose. One of the charms of the diction 
of the original is the ingenious variation of metre for 
scenes of varying nature; that, translation may attempt 
to reproduce; but the ingenuity of its rhymes cannot be 
reproduced, and its verbal brilliance must be dulled, in 
translation. 

The present translator has deliberately avoided two 
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shackling conditions which, it is permissible to think, 
have hampered previous translators of the poem; he 
has not attempted rhymed verse, and he has refused to 
be fettered by a superstitious regard for purely verbal 
literalness or for “ line for line rendering. He has 
made an attempt to follow the metres of the original, 
in unrhymed verse, keeping as closely to the original’s 
literal meaning as was compatible with intelligibility 
in another tongue — his aim being to produce a version 
that might be read with sufficient ease to induce appre- 
ciation of this amazing work; and appreciation of Peer 
Gynt is bound to lead to admiration of it. 

R. FARQUHARSON SHARP. 
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THE CHARACTERS 


Aase, widow of John Gynt, a peasant. 

Peer Gynt, her son. 

Two Old Women with corn-sacks. 

Aslak, a blacksmith. 

Wedding Guests, a Steward at the Wedding, a Fiddler, etc, 
A Stranger and his Wife. 

SoLVEiG and little Helga, their daughters. 

The Owner of Haegstad Farm. 

Ingrid, his daughter. 

The Bridegroom and his parents. 

Three Cowherd Girls. A Woman in Green. 

The Troll King. Several Trolls of his Court. 

Troll Boys and Girls. Two Witches. Hobgoblins, Brownies, 
Elves, etc. 

An Ugly Urchin. A Voice in the Gloom. Birds' Cries. 

Kari, a cotter's wife. 

Mr. Cotton, Monsieur Ballon, Herr von Eberkopf and 
Herr Trumpeterstraale, tourists. 

A Thief and a Receiver of Stolen Goods. 

Anitra, daughter of a Bedouin Chief. 

Arabs, Female Slaves, Dancing Girls, etc. 

The Statue of Memnon (with song). The Sphinx at Gizeh 
(dumb). 

Professor Begriffenfeldt, Ph.D., in charge of the Lunatic 
Asylum at Cairo. 

Lunatics with their Keepers. 

Huhu, a language-reformer from the Malabar coast. 

Hussein, an Eastern Secretary of State. 

A Fellah, carrying a royal mummy. 

A Norwegian Skipper and his Crew. A Strange Passenger. 

A Priest. A Funeral Party. A Button-Moulder. A Thin 
Man. 

{The action, which begins in the early years of the century and 
ends somewhere about our own day [1867], takes place partly 
in the Gudbrandsdal and on the surrounding mountain-tops 
partly on the coast of Morocco, in the Sahara Desert, in the 
Cairo Lunatic A sylum, at Sea, etc,) 
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PEER GYNT 

ACT I 

Scene I 

(Scene. — The wooded mountain-side near Aase's 
farm, with a stream rushing past. On the farther bank 
stands an old mill. It is a hot summer's day. Peer 
Gynt, a sturdy youth of twenty, comes down the path, 
followed by his rnother Aase, who is short and slight. 
She is scolding him angrily.) 

Aase. 

Peer, you’re lying! 

Peer Gynt {without stopping). 

No, Pm not! 

Aase. 

Well then, will you swear it’s true? 

Peer Gynt. 

Swear ? Why should I ? 

Aase. 


Ah, you daren’t! 
Your whole tale’s a pack of lies! 

Peer Gynt. 

Every blessed word is true . 

I 



Peer Gynt 

Aase {facing him), 

I wonder you can face your mother! 
First of all, just when the work 
Is at busiest, off you go 
To prowl about the hills for weeks 
After reinciccr in the snow; 

Come back with your clothes in rags. 
Game-bag empty — ^and no gun ! 

Then you have the cheek to think 
You can make your mother swallow 
Such a pack of lies as this 
About your hunting! — ^I'ell me, then. 
Where you found this precious buck? 

Peer Gynt. 

West of Gendin. 

Aase {with a scornful laugh), 

I dare say ! 

Peer Gynt. 

I was leeward of the blast. 

And behind a clump of trees 
lie was scraping in the snow 
For some moss 

Aase {as before). 

Oh yes, no doubt ! 

Peer Gynt. 

I stood and listened, held my breath. 
Heard the scraping of his hoof. 

Saw the antlers of his horns ; 

Then upon my belly crawled 
Carefully between the rocks; 

Peeped from cover of the stones — 
Such a buck, so sleek and fat, 

1 suppose was never seen 1 
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Aase. 

I expect not ! 

Peer Gyxt. 

Then I fired! 

Down the buck came on the ground I 
But the moment he had fallen 
I was up astride his back, 

On his left ear got my grip. 

And was just in act of thrusting 
With my knife into his gullet 
Just behind his head — when, hil 
With a scream the ugly beggar 
Scrambled up upon his feet. 

From my hand his sudden back-throw 
Jerked my hunting-knife and scabbard. 
Pinned me to liis loins and held me 
By the legs between his antlers 
Like a pair of mighty pincers ; 

Then he rushed with bounds gigantic 
Right along the ridge of Gendin 1 

Aase {involuntarily)* 

Christ in Heaven — ! 

Peer Gynt. 

Have you ever 

Been upon the ridge of Gendin ? 

Fully half a mile it stretches. 

At the top as sheer and narrow 

As a scythe-blade. Looking downward — 

Past the slopes and past the glaciers, 

Past the grey ravines and gullies — 
Either side you see the water 
Wrapped in dark and gloomy slumber 
Half a mile at least beneath you. 

Right along it he and I 

Clove our passage through the air. 

Never rode I such a steed I 



Peer Gynt 

Far ahead the peaks were sparkling 
As we rushed along. Beneath us 
In the void the dusky eagles 
Fell away like motes in sunshine ; 

You could see the ice-floes breaking 
On the banks, yet hear no murmur. 

But the sprites that turn us dizzy 
Danced and sang and circled round us— 

I could hear and seemed to see them I 

Aase {swaying as if giddy). 

Heaven help us ! 

Peer Gynt. 

On a sudden, 

On the precipice’s edge. 

From the hole where it lay hidden 
Almost at the reindeer’s feet, 

Up a ptarmigan rose, cackling. 

Flapping with its wings in terror. 

Then the reindeer, madly swerving. 

Gave a bound sky-high that sent us 
Plunging o’er the edge and downwards. 

[Aase totters and grasps a tree-trunk. Peer 
Gynt continues. 

Gloomy precipice behind us I — 

Fathomless abyss below us! 

First through clouds of mist we hurtled. 

Then a flock of gulls we scattered 
Wheeling through the air and screaming. 

Downward still and ever downwards ! 

But beneath us something glistened 
Whitish, like a reindeer’s belly. 

Mother, ’twas our own reflection 
Mirrored in the lake beneath us. 

Rushing up, it seemed, to meet us 
Just as swiftly and as madly 
As we downwards rushed towards it. 
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Aase {gasping for breath). 

Peer! God help me — I Tell me quickly I 

Peer Gynt. 

Buck from air and buck from water 
Met with mighty splash together. 

Scattering the foam around us. 

Then at last we somehow managed 
To the northern shore to struggle; 

Buck, he swam and dragged me after— 

So I got home 

Aase. 

But where's the reindeer? 
Peer Gynt. 

I expect he's where I left him — 

{Snaps his fingers, turns on his heel and adds : 
If you find him, you may keep him I 

Aase. 

And your neck you haven't broken? 

Nor your legs? Nor smashed your backbone? 
Praise and thanks to God be given 
For His goodness that has saved you I 
There's a rent across your breeches, 

It is true ; but that is scarcely 
Worth a mention when one thinks 
What the harm might well have been 

From a leap like that of yours 

{She suddenly pauses, stares at him with open 
mouth, seems to struggle for speech and at 
last breaks out. 

Oh, you lying little devil! — 

Christ above us, what a liar! 

All that rigmarole you told me 
Is the tale of Gudbrand Glesne ^ 

^ The tale is told in Asbjornsen^s Norsks Huldre-Eventyr, 
from another tale in which collection Ibsen derived the germ 
of his ** Peer Gynt *' idea. 
b747 
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t'cer Gynt 

-Ac// /<7 you, you ^ ^^^ppcned. 


Peer Gynt. 

Yes, it did; 

History repeats itself. 

Aase. 

Lies, I know, can be so furbished 
And disguised in gorgeous wrappings 
That their skinny carcasses 
Not a soul would recog^n ize. 

That's what you've been doing now. 
With your wonderful adventures — 
Eagles' wings, and all that nonsense — 
Making up a pack of lies. 

Tales of breathless risk and danger. 

Till one can no longer tell 

What one knows and what one doesn't. 

Peer Gynt. 

If a man said that to me, 

1 would beat him to a jelly. 

Aase (tn tears ^. 

Would to God that I were dead 
And buried in the cold black earth! 
Prayers and tears have no effect. 

You’re a hopeless ne’er-do-well I 

Peer Gynt. 

Dearest pretty little mother, 

Kvery word you say is true; 

So be gay and happy 

Aase. 

Pshaw ! 

Don't talk nonsense. How could I 



Peer Gynt 

Be happy, if 1 wanted to. 

With such a pig as you for son? 

Don’t you think it's pretty hard 

For a poor weak widow never 

To feel anything but shame? [\Veeps agai 

How much is there left of all 

That your grandfather enjoyed 

In his days of comfort ? Where 

Are the well-filled money-bags 

Left by good old Rasmus G\’nt? 

'Twas your father emptied them, 

Pouring money out like sand — 

Buying land in all directions — 

Gilded coach to ride about in. 

Where's the stuff so freely wasted 
At the famous winter banquet. 

When each guest sent glass and bottle 
Crash against the wall behind him ? 

Peer Gynt. 

Where are the snows of yester year? 

Aase. 

Hold your tongue when I am speaking! 

See the farmhouse — scarce a w indow 
But is smashed and stuffed with dish-clout ; 
Scarce a hedge or fence is standing; 

No protection for the cattle 

From the wind and wet; the meadows 

And the fields all lying fallow; 

Every month distraint on something 

Peer Gynt. 

That's enough of dismal wailing! 

Often when our luck's been drooping 
It has grown as strong as ever. 

Aase. 

Where it grew, the soil is poisoned. 

Peer, you certainly don't lack 



Peer Gynt 

Good opinion of yourself. 

You are just as brisk and bumptious, 

Just as pert, as when the Parson 
Who had come from Copenhagen 
Asked you what your Christian name was. 
Telling you that where he came from 
Lots of men of highest station 
Would be glad to be as clever; 

And your father was so grateful 

For his amiable praises 

That a horse and sledge he gave him. 

Ah me ! All went well in those days. 

Parsons, Captains and such people. 

Dropping in to see us daily — 

Filling up with drink and victuals 
Until they were nearly bursting. 

But iCs when your fortunes alter 
That you get to know your neighbours. 

Since the day when “ rich John Gynt 
Took the road with pedlar's pack, 

Not a soul has e'er been near us. 

[Wipes her eyes with her apron. 
You're a stout and strapping fellow — 

You should be a staff supporting 
Your old mother in her troubles. 

You should work the farm for profit. 

And look after all the little 

That your father left behind him. [Weeps again. 

Heaven knows, it’s precious little 

Use you’ve been to me, you rascal. 

When you are at home, you're loafing 
By the fire, or grubbing idly 
In the ashes and the embers; 

When you’re in the town you frighten 
All the girls you meet at dances, 

So that I’m ashamed to own you — - 
Fighting with the lowest tramps 

Peer Gynt {moving away from her). 

Let me be I 
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Aase {following hint). 

Can you deny 

You were foremost in the brawling 
In that dog-fight of a scrimmage 
Down at Lunde? Who but you 
Cracked the blacksmith Aslak’s arm? 
Or at any rate disjointed 
One of his ten fingers for him ? 

Peer Gynt. 

Who has stuffed you up with that ? 
Aase {hotly). 

Why, the cotters heard his howls ! 

Peer Gynt {rubbing his elbow). 

Yes — ^but it was I that howled. 


What! 


Aase. 

Peer Gynt. 

Yes, mother, I got thrashed. 


What! 


Aase. 

Peer Gynt. 

Well, he’s a lusty chap. 


Aase. 

Who is? 

Peer Gynt. 
Aslak — as I felt! 


Aase. 

Shame! I’d like to spit upon you! 
To let such a scurvy swiller. 

Such a worthless drunken rascal, 



Peer Gynt 


Beat you ! [Weeps again. 

Often I've endured 
Shame and scorn on your account. 

But that this disgrace should happen 
Is the very worst of all. 

If he is a lusty fellow, 

Need that mean that you're a weakling? 

Peer Gynt {with a laugh). 

Well, it doesn't seem to matter 
If I beat, or if Pm beaten — 

Either way you start your wailing. 

You may cheer up 

Aase. 

Are you lying 

Now again ? 


Peer Gynt. 

Yes, just this once; 

So you may as well stop crying. 

[Clenches his left hand. 
See, 'twas with this pair of pincers 
That I bent the blacksmith double. 

While my right hand was my hammer 

Aase. 

Oh, you brawler! You will bring me 
To my grave by your behaviour! 

Peer Gynt. 

Nonsense! You're worth something better — 
Better twenty thousand times ! 

Little, homely, dainty mother. 

Just believe what I am saying. 

All the town shall do you honour; 

Only wait till I have done 
Something — something really great 1 
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Aase ( contemptuously ). 

Peer Gynt. 

Who knows what lies before him ! 

Aase. 

If you ever know enough 

To mend your breeches when they're tom, 

*Tis the most that I could hope fori 

Peer Gynt ( hotly ). 

I’ll be a King, an Emperor! 

Aase. 

Oh, God help me! Now he's losing 
What was left him of his wits I 


Peer Gynt. 

Yes, I shall I Just give me time ! 
Aase. 

Of course ! As the old proverb runs. 
Everything comes to him that waits. 

Peer Gynt. 

Mother, you shall see. 

Aase. 

Be quiet! 

You are as mad as mad can be. 

After all, it’s true enough 
Something might have come of you 
If you'd thought of something else 
But your stupid lies and nonsense. 
HcCgstad's daughter fancied you. 

And you might have won the game 
If you'd rightly gone to work 
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Peer Gynt. 

Do you think so ? 

Aase. 

The old man 

Is too weak to stand against hen 
He is obstinate enough 
In a way; but in the end 
It is Ingrid takes the lead. 

And where she goes, step by step 
The old hunks comes stumbling after. 

[Begins to cry again. 
Ah, Peer — a richly dowered girl. 

Heir to his lands, just think of it. 

You might, if only you had liked. 

In bridegroom’s finery be dressed 
Instead of in these dirty rags ! 

Peer Gynt {quickly). 

Come on, I’ll be a suitor now. 


Aase. 

Where? 

Peer Gynt. 

Why, at Haegstad ! 

Aase. 

Ah, poor boy. 

The right of way is barred to you. 

Peer Gynt. 

What do you mean ? 

Aase. 

Alas, alas I 

You’ve lost the moment — ^lost your chance — 
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Peer Gynt. 

How's that ? 

Aase {sobbing). 

While you were on the hills. 

Riding your reindeer through the air. 

Mads Moen went and won the girl. 

Peer Gynt. 

What ? He ? That guy the girls all laugh at ? 
Aase. 

Yes. Now she’s betrothed to him. 

Peer Gynt. 

Just wait till I have harnessed up 
The cart [Turns to go. 

Aase. 

You needn’t take the trouble. 

The wedding is to-morrow. 

Peer Gynt. 

Poohl 

I’ll get there by this evening. 

Aase. 

Fie 1 Do you want to make things worse ? 

Just think how everyone will mock us I 

Peer Gynt. 

Cheer up! All will turn out right. 

[Shouting and laughing at the same time. 
No, mother! We won’t take the cart; 

We haven’t time to put the mare in. 

[Lifts her off her feeL 


Let me alone 1 


Aase. 
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Peer Gynt. 

No, in my arms 

You shall be carried to the wedding! 

{Wades out into the xeater. 

Aase. 

Help I Help I Oh, Heaven protect mel — ^Peer, 
We’II drown 


Peer Gynt. 

Oh no, we shan’t — ^I’m bom 
To meet a better death. 


Aase. 

That's true; 

You’ll probably be hanged. [Putts his hair. 

You beast 1 

Peer Gynt. 

You’d best keep quiet, for just here 
The bottom’s smooth and slippery. 


Aase. 


Peer Gynt. 


Assf 


Yes, abuse me if you like. 
Words don’t do any harm. Aha ! 
The bottom’s sloping upwards now 


Aase. 

Don’t lose your hold of me 1 


Peer Gynt. 

Gee up! 

We’ll play at Peer and Reindeer now I [Prances. 
I am the reindeer, you are Peer! 



15 


Peer Gynt 

Aase. 

Tm sure I don’t know what I ami 


Peer Gynt. 

See here, now — there’s an even bottom. 

\Wades to the bank. 
Now give your steed a pretty kiss 
To thank him for the ride you’ve had. 

Aase {boxing his ears). 

That’s the thanks I'll give him I 


Peer Gynt. 
That’s a scurvy sort of tip. 


Wowl 


Aase. 

Put me down ! 

Peer Gynt. 

Not till we get 

To where the wedding is afoot. 

You are so clever, you must be 
My spokesman — ^talk to the old fool — 
Tell him Mads Moen is a sot 


Aase. 

Put me down ! 


Peer Gynt. 

And tell him, too. 
The sort of lad that Peer Gynt is. 

Aase. 

Yes, you may take your oath I will 1 
A pretty character I’ll give you I 
m draw a faithful portrait, too, — 
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And all your devil's pranks and antics 
I’ll tell them of — ^in every detail 

Peer Gynt. 

Oh, will you! 


Aase {kicking him in her temper). 

I won't hold my tongue 
Till the old man sets his dog 
Upon you, as upon a tramp I 

Peer Gynt. 

Ah, then I think I’ll go alone. 

Aase. 

All right, but I shall follow you I 
Peer Gynt. 

Dear mother, you’re not strong enough. 
Aase. 

Not strong enough? I’m so worked up 
That I could smash a heap of stones 1 
Oil, 1 could make a meal of flints! 

So put me down ! 

Peer Gynt. 

Yes, if you promise 


And tliey shall know the sort you are! 
Peer Gynt. 

Oh no, you won’t; you’ll stay behind. 


Aase. 

Never I I’m going there with you 
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Peer Gynt. 

Oh no, you aren’t. 

Aase. 

What will you do ? 

Peer Gynt. 

I’ll put you on the mill-house roof! 

[Puis her up there. She screams. 

Aase. 

Lift me down I 


Peer Gynt. 

If you will listen 


Bah! 


Aase. 


Peer Gynt. 

Now, little mother, listen 


Aase {throwing a hit of turf thatch at him). 
Lift me down this moment. Peer! 


Peer Gynt. 

If I dared I would, indeed. [Goes nearer to her. 
Remember to sit still and quiet — 

Not to kick your legs about. 

Nor the tiles to break or loosen — 

Or an accident may happen. 

And you might fall off. 

Aase. 

You beast'. 


Peer Gynt. 


Don’t shift ! 
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Aase. 

I wish you'd been shifted 
Up the chimney, like a changeling / ^ 

Peer Gynt. 

Mother! Shame! 

Aase. 

Pooh! 

Peer Gynt. 

You should rather 
Give your blessing on my journey. 

Will you ? 

Aase. 

I'll give you a thrashing, 

Big as you are ! 

Peer Gynt. 

Oh well, good-bye I 
Only have patience, mother dear; 

I shan’t be long. 

[Is going ; but turns, lifts a warning finger, 
and says : 

But don't forget 

You mustn’t try to move from there! [Goes. 
Aase. 

Peer! — ^Heaven help me, he is gone! 
Reindeer-rider I Liar! Hi! 

Will you listen? — No, he's off 
Over the meadows. [Screams. 

Help! I’m giddy! 

[Two Old Women, with sacks on their hacks, 
come down the path towards the mill, 

* She alludes to a Norwegian superstition that ** change- 
lings left by the fairies can be blown up the chimney. 
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First Old Woman. 

Who^s that screaming? 

Aase. 

Me! 

Second Old Woman. 

Why, Aase, 

You have had a lift in life ! 

Aase. 

One that won’t do me much good — 

I’ll be booked for heaven directly! 

First Old Woman. 

Pleasant journey 1 

Aase. 

Fetch a ladder! 

Get me down ! That devil Peer 

Second Old Woman. 

What, your son ? 

Aase. 

Now you can say 
You have seen how he behaves. 

First Old Woman. 

We’ll bear witness. 

Aase. 

Only help me — 

Help me to get straight to Haegstad 

Second Old Woman. 

Is he there ? 
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First Old Woman. 

You'll be revenged; 

The blacksmith's going to the party. 

Aase (wringing her hands). 

Oh, God help me! My poor boy! 

They will murder him between them! 

First Old Woman. 

Ah, we know that lot quite well; 

You may bet that's what will happen ! 

Second Old Woman. 

You can see she's lost her senses. 

[Calls up the hill. 

Eivind ! Anders ! Hi ! come here 1 
A Man's Voice. 

What? 

Second Old Woman. 

Peer Gynt has put his mother 
Up upon the mill-house roof I 

Scene II 

(Scene. — A little hill covered with hushes and heather. 
The high-road, shut off by a fence, runs at the hack. 
Peer Gynt comes down a foot-path, goes quickly up 
to the fence, and stands looking out over the landscape 
beyond.) 

Peer Gynt. 

Yonder lies Hsegstad. I shall soon be at it. 

[Climbs half over the fence, then stops and considers. 
I wonder if Ingrid’s sitting all alone there ? 

[Shades his eyes and looks along the road. 
No. Folk with gifts are swarming up like midges. 
Perhaps I had better turn and go no farther. 

[Draws his leg hack over the fence. 
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There'll be their grins behind my back for certain— 
Whispers that seem to bum their way right throug 
you. 

{Moves a few steps away from the fence, and begif 
absently plucking leaves. 

If only I'd a good strong drink inside rne — 

Or could just slip into the house unnoticed — 

' Or if no one knew me — . No, some good strong liquoj 
Would be best ; their laughter wouldn't hurt then. 
{Looks round suddenly as if startled, then hides 
among the bushes. Some Country Folk, 
carrying presents, pass along the road on their 
way to the wedding. 

A Man (in conversation)., 

With a drunkard for father, and a poor thing of a 
mother 


A Woman. 

Yes, it's no wonder the boy is such a wastrel. 

{They pass on. After a little. Peer Gynt comes 
forward, blushing with shame, and peeps after 
them. 


Peer Gynt (softly). 

Was it of me they gossiped? {With a forced shrug. 

Oh well, let them ! 

Anyway they can't kill me with their gossip. 

{Throws himself down on the heather slope, and 
for some time lies on his back with his hands 
under his head, staring up into the sky. 

What a curious cloud ! That bit's like a horse, 

And there is its rider and saddle and bridle. 

And behind them an old crone is riding a broomstick. 

{Laughs quietly to himself. 
That's mother! She's scolding and screaming ‘‘ You 
beast 1 

Hi! Peer, come back! " {Gradually closes his eyes. 

Yes, now she is frightened. — 

c747 
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There rides Peer Gynt at the head of his henchmen, 
His charger gold-shod, silver-crested his harness. 

Peer carrie s gauntlets and sabre and scabbard. 

Wears a long coat with a fine silky lining. 

Splendid the men in his retinue following ; 

But there’s not one sits his charger as proudly, 

Not one that glitters like him in the sunshine. 

The people in groups by the wayside are gathered. 
Lifting their hats as they stare up in wonder; 

The women are curtseying, everyone knows it is 
Kaiser Peer Gynt and his thousand retainers. 
Half-guinea pieces and glittering shillings 
Are strewn on the roadway as if they were pebbles ; 
Rich as a lord is each man in the parish. 

Peer Gvnt rides over the seas in his glory; 
Engelland’s Prince on the shore is awaiting. 

And Engelland’s maidens all ready to welcome him. 
Engelland’s nobles and Engelland’s Kaiser 
Rise from their seats as he deigns to approach them. 
Lifting his crown, speaks the Kaiser in welcome 

Aslak the Smith 

(to some others, as they pass by on the other side 
of the fence). 

Hullo ! Look here ! Why, it’s Peer Gynt the drunkard ! 

Peer Gynt (half rising). 

What, Kaiser — ! 

Aslak (leaning on the fence and grinning). 

Get up on your feet, my young fellow 1 

Peer Gynt. 

What the devil — ? The blacksmith! Well, pray, 
what do yon want ? 

Aslak (to the others). 

He hasn’t got over our spree down at Lunde. 
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Peer Gynt {springing up). 

Just let me alone ! 

Aslak. 

That I will. But, young fellow, 
What have you done with yourself since we parted? 
It's six weeks ago. Have the troll-folk been at you? 

Peer Gynt. 

I can tell you Pve done something wonderful, Aslak. 

Aslak {winking to the others). 

Let's hear it then. Peer! 

Peer Gynt. 

No, it won't interest you. 
Aslak. 

Shall we see you at Hoegstad ? 

Peer Gynt. 

You won't. 

Aslak. 

Wliy, the gossip 

Says there was a time you were fancied by Ingrid. 

Peer Gynt. 

You dirty-faced crow ! 

Aslak. 

Now don’t get in a temper! 

If the girl has refused you, there surely are others. 
Remember the goodly John Gynt was your father! 
Come along to the farm! There’ll be girls at the 
wedding 

As tender as lambkins, and widows well seasoned — 



24 


Peer Gynt 

Peer Gynt. 

Go to hell! 

Aslak. 

You’ll be sure to find someone who’ll have you. 
Good evening. I’ll give the bride all your good wishes 1 
[They go off, laughing and whispering. Peer 
stands for a moment looking after them, then 
tosses his head and turns half round. 

Peer Gynt. 

Well, Ingrid at Hsegstad may wed whom she pleases, 
For all that I care ! I shall be just as happy ! 

[Looks down at his clothes. 
Breeches all tom — all dirty and tattered. 

If only I had something new to put on me — 

[Stamps his foot on the slope. 
If I only could carve at their breasts like a butcher, 
And tear out the scorn and contempt that they show 
me ! [Looks round suddenly. 

What was that? Who is it that’s laughing behind 
there ? 

I certainly thought that I heard — . No, there’s no one. 
I’ll go home to mother. 

[Moves off, hut stops again and listens in the 
direction of Hcegstad. 

The dance is beginning! 

[Stares and listens; moves step by step towards the 
fence ; his eyes glisten ; he rubs his hands 
down his legs. 

How the girls swarm ! Seven or eight of them 
There for each man ! Oh, death and damnation, 

I must go to the party! — But what about mother. 
Sitting up there on the roof of the mill-house — ? 

[His eyes wander towards the fence again ; he 
skips and laughs. 

Haha! I can hear them out dancing a Hailing! ^ 
Guttorm’s the boy! — how he handles his fiddle 1 

* A boisterous country-dance. 
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Hear it sparkle and flash like a stream at a waterfall ! 
A.nd think of the girls — all the pick of the neighbour- 
hood — 

Yes, death and damnation, I'm off to the party! 

[Vaults over the fence and goes off down the toad. 


Scene III 

(Scene. — The courtyard of the farm at Hcegstad, The 
farm buildings are at the hack. A number of guests are 
assembled, and a lively dance is in progress on the grass. 
The Fiddler is seated on a table. The Steward stands 
in the doorway. Cook-maids pass to and fro betxsjeen the 
buildings. The older folk are sitting about, gossiping.) 

A Woman 

(joining a group of guests who are sitting on some logs). 

The bride? To be sure she is crying a little, 

But that's not a thing that is out of the usual. 

The Steward (to another group). 

Now then, my friends, you must empty your noggins I 

A Man. 

Ah, thank you kindly — ^you fill up too quickly I 
A Youth 

(as he flies past the Fiddler, holding a girl by the hand). 

That's the way, Guttorm! Don't spare your fiddle- 
strings I 

The Girl. 

Scrape till it echoes out over the meadows ! 

Other Girls 

(standing in a ring round a youth who is dancing). 
That's a good step! 
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A Girl. 

He's lusty and nimble I 

The Youth {dancing). 

The roof here is high and the walls far apart, you 
know M 

[ T/fc Bridegroom comes up whimpering to his 
Father, who is standing talking to some 
others, and pulls at his jacket. 

The Bridegroom. 

Father, she won't! She is not being nice to me I 

His Father. 

What won't she do? 

The Bridegroom. 

She has locked herself in. 

His Father. 

Well, you must see if you can't find the key. 

The Bridegroom. 

But I don't know how. 

His Father. 

Oh, you are a nuisance 1 

[Turns to the others again The Bridegroom 
drifts across the courtyard. 

A Boy {coming from behind the house). 

I say, you girls! Now things will be livclierl 
Peer Gynt's arrived ! 

' His allusion is to the fact that in dancing the Hailing a 
great feat is to kick as high as the rafters of the roof; but he 
is dancing in the open air. 



27 


Peer Gynt 


Aslak [who has just come on the scene). 

Who invited him? 

The Steward. 

No one did. 
[Goes into the house, 

Aslak [to the girls). 

If he should speak to you, don't seem to hear him. 

A Girl {jo the others). 

No, we’ll pretend that we don’t even see him. 

[Peer Gynt comes in, hot and eager, stops in front 
of the group and rubs his hands. 

Peer Gynt. 

Who is the nimblest girl of the lot of you ? 


Not 1. 


A Girl [whom he has approached). 


Nor I. 


Another. 

A Third. 
No, nor I either. 


Peer Gynt [to a fourth). 

Then you dance with me, for want of a better. 

The Girl [turning away). 

I haven’t time. 

Peer Gynt [to a fifth). 

You, then. 

The Girl [moving away). 

I’m off homeward. 
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Peer Gynt. 

Homeward to-night? Are you out of your senses? 

Aslak {after a little, in a low voice). 

Peer, she has taken an old man to dance with. 

Peer Gynt (turning quickly to another man). 
Where are the disengaged girls ? 

The Man. 

Go and look for them. 

\Ile moves away from Peer Gynt, who has suddenly 
become subdued. He glances furtively and 
shyly at the group. They all look at him, but 
no one speaks. He approaches other groups. 
Wherever he goes there is a sudden silence: 
when he moves away, they smile and look after 
him. 

Peer Gynt (in a low voice). 

Glances — and thoughts and smiles that are cutting — 

Jarring on one like a file on a saw-blade! 

[^He sidles along by the palings. Solveig, holding 
little Helga by the hand, comes into the court- 
yard with her Parents. 

A Man {to another, close to Peer Gynt). 

These are the newcomers. 

The Other. 

Living out westward ? 

First Man. 


Yes, out at Hedal. 
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The Other, 

Ah, yes — of course they are. 
[Peer Gynt advances to meet the newcomers, 
points to SoLVEiG and addresses her Father. 

Peer Gynt. 

May I dance with your daughter? 

The Father. 

You may; but before that 
We must go indoors and give our hosts greeting. 

[They go in. 

The Steward 

(to Peer Gynt, offering him a drink). 

As you’re here, I suppose you must wet your whistle. 

Peer Gynt (looking fixedly after the newcomers). 

Thanks, Fm for dancing. I don’t feel thirsty. 

[The Steward leaves him. Peer Gynt looks 
towards the house and laughs. 

How fair she is 1 Was there ever a fairer ? 

Eyes glancing down at her shoes and white apron — 
And the way she held on to her mother’s skirt, too — 
And carried her prayer-book wrapped in a kerchief — I 
I must have a look at her! 

[Is going into the house, but is met by several 
Youths coming out, 

A Youth. 

What, off already 

Away from the dance ? 

Peer Gynt. 

No. 

The Youth. 

You’re on the wrong road, then! 
[Takes him by the shoulders to turn him round. 
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Peer Gynt, 

Let me get past / 

The Youth. 

Are you frightened of Aslak? 

Peer Gynt. 

I, frightened ? 

The Youth. 

Remember what happened at Lunde! 
[T/ie group laugh and move off to where the danc- 
ing is going on. Solveig comes to the door. 

SOLVEIG. 

Are you the boy who wanted to dance with me ? 
Peer Gynt. 

Of course I am. Can’t you tell by the look of me ? 
Come on ! 

Solveig. 

But I mustn’t go far — mother said so. 
Peer Gynt. 

Mother said? Mother said? Were you only bom 
yesterday ? 

Solveig. 

Don’t laugh 

Peer Gynt. 

It is true you are almost a kiddie still. 
Are you grown up ? 

Solveig. 

I shall soon be confirmed, you know. 
Peer Gynt. 

Tell me your name — then we can talk easier. 
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SOLVEIG. 

My name is Solveig. Tell me what yours is. 

Peer Gynt. 

Peer Gynt. 

Solveig {drawing back her hand from his). 

Oh, heavens ! 

Peer Gynt. 

Why, what is the matter? 

Solveig. 

My garter’s come loose; I must tie it more carefully. 

[Leaves him. 

The Bridegroom {pulling at his Mother’s sleeve). 
Mother, she won’t 

His Mother. 

She won’t ? What won’t she do ? 

The Bridegroom. 

Mother, she won’t 

His Mother, 

What? 

The Bridegroom. 

Unbar the door to me I 

His Father {in a low and angry voice). 

You’re only fit to be tied in a stable, sir! 

His Mother. 

Poor boy, don’t scold him — she’ll be all right presently. 
[A Youth comes in, with a crowd of others who 
have been dancing. 
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The Youth, 

Brandy, Peer? 

Peer Gynt. 
No. 


Youth. 
Just a dropl 


Peer Gynt. 

Have you got any? 

Youth. 

Maybe I have. [Pulls out a flask and drinks. 

Ah, that’s got a bite to it 1 

Well? 


Peer Gynt. 

Let me try it. 


[Drinks. 


Second Youth. 

And now have a pull at mine I 

Peer Gynt. 

No. 

Youth. 

Oh, what nibbish! Don’t be a simpleton! 

Have a drink. Peer ! 


Peer Gynt. 

Well, give me a drop of it. 

[Drinks again. 

A Girl {in an undertone). 

Come, let’s be off. 


Peer Gynt. 

Why, are you afraid of me? 
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Youth. 


Do you think there is any that isn’t afraid of you ? 
You showed us what you could do, down at Lunde. 

Peer Gynt. 

I can do better than that if I’m roused, you know 1 

Youth {whispering). 

Now he is getting on ! 

Others {making a ring round Peer). 

Come on, now — ^tell us, Peer, 

What can you do ? 

Peer Gynt. 

Oh, I’ll tell you to-morrow — 
Others. 


Tell us to-night! 


No! 


A Girl. 

Can you show us some witchcraft. Peer ? 
Peer Gynt. 

Ah, I can conjure the Devil! 

A Man. 

My grandmother. 

She could do that long before I was bom, they say. 
Peer Gynt. 

Liar! What I can do, no one alive can do. 

Why, once I conjured him into a nutshell. 

Right through a worm-hole ! 

Others {laughing). 

Of course — vte can guess that ! 
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Peer Gynt. 

He swore and he wept and promised to give me 
All sorts of good things 

One of the Group. 

But had to go into it ? 

Peer Gynt. 

Yes; and then, when I’d stopped up the worm-hole, 
Lord I if you’d heard him buzzing and rumbling I 

A Girl. 

Fancy I 

Peer Gynt. 

'Twas like a great bumble-bee buzzing. 

The Girl. 

And pray have you got him still in the nutshell ? 
Peer Gynt. 

No, the old Devil got right clean away again. 

It is his fault the blacksmith dislikes me, 

A Boy. 

How’s that? 

Peer Gynt. 

Because I took him to the smithy 
And asked the smith to crack the nutshell for me. 
He said he would. I laid it on the anvil ; 

But you know Aslak’s very heavy-handed. 

And with a will he laid on with his hammer 

A Voice from the Group. 

Did he kill the Devil ? 
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Peer Gynt. 

No; he laid on stoutly. 

But the Devil looked after himself and just vanished 
Through ceiling and walls in a flame of fire. 


Several Voices. 


And Aslak — ? 


Peer Gynt. 

Stood there with his hands well roasted. 
And since that day we have never been friendly. 

[General laughter. 

Voices. 

That’s a fine rigmarole ! 

Others. 

Easily his best one ! 

Peer Gynt. 

Do you suggest that I made it up? 

A Man. 

Oil no, 

I know you didn’t; for I’ve heard the story 
Told by my grandfather 

Peer Gynt. 

Liar! It happened 

To me, I tell you I 

The Man. 

Oh, well — that’s all right. 

Peer Gynt {tossing his head). 

Pooh! I can ride through the clouds on horseback! 
There are lots of fine things I can do, I tell you ! 

[Roars of laughter again. 
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One of the Group. 

Peer, let us see you ride clouds ! 

Others. 

Yes, dear Peer — 1 

Peer Gynt. 

Oh, you won’t need to beg me so humbly — 

One day I’ll ride like a storm o’er the lot of you I 
The whole countryside shall fall at my feet I 

An Older Man. 

Why, now he’s raving ! 

Another. 

Yes, the great booby 1 
A Third. 

The braggart I 

A Fourth. 

The liar! 


Peer Gynt {threatening theni). 

Just wait and you’ll see, theni 

A Man {Jialf drunk). 

Yes, wait and you’ll get your jacket well dusted I 


Others. 

•A good sound drubbing! A nice black eye, too! 

IT he crowd disperses, the older ones angry and the 
younger ones laughing and mocking him. 


The Bridegroom {edging up to Peer). 

Peer, is it true you can ride through the clouds, then ? 
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Peer Gynt {shortly). 

Anything, Mads ! Fm the boy, I can tell you ! 

The Bridegroom. 

L suppose you’ve a coat that will make you invisible? 

Peer Gynt. 

An invisible hat, do you mean ? Yes, I have one. 
[Turns away from him. Solveig cofnes across the 
courtyard leading Helga by the hand. Peer 
Gynt goes to meet them, looking happier. 
Solveig ! Ah, I am glad you have come to me ! 

[Grasps her wrists. 

Now I shall swing you round most nimbly 1 
Solveig. 

Oh, let me go ! 


Peer Gynt. 
Why? 


Solveig. 

You look so wildly. 

Peer Gynt. 

The reindeer grows wild when summer’s approaching. 
Come along, girl ! Come, don’t be sullen ! 

Solveig {drawing back her arm). 

No — ^no, I daren’t. 


D 


Peer Gynt. 

Why? 

Solveig. 

No, you’ve been drinking. 
[Moves away a little, with Helga. 
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Peer Gynt. 

I wish I had stuck my knife in the lot of them! 

The Bridegroom {nudging Peer*s elbow). 

Can’t you help me to get in there where the bride is ? 

Peer Gynt {absently). 

The bride ? Where is she ? 

The Bridegroom. 

In the loft. 

Peer Gynt. 

Oh, is she? 


The Bridegroom. 

Oh, come, Peer — dear Peer — ^you might try tol 
Peer Gynt. 

No, you must manage to do without me. 

thought strikes hint. He says, softly and mean- 
ingly : 

Ingrid ! The loft ! [Goes up to Solveig. 

Have you made up your mind, then? 
[Solveig turns to get away, hut he bars her path, 
I look like a tramp, and so you’re ashamed of me, 

Solveig {hastily). 

Oh no, you don’t; that isn’t the truth. 

Peer Gynt. 

It is. 

And it’s because you think I am fuddled; 

But that was for spite, because you had hurt me. 
Come along, then ! 


Solveig. 

I daren’t, if I wanted to. 
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Peer Gynt. 

Who are you frightened of ? 

SOLVEIG. 

Mostly of father. 

Peer Gynt. 

Your father? Oh, yes — hc*s one of tlic solemn ones! 
Sanctimonious, isn’t he? Answer me! 

SOLVEIG. 

What shall I say ? 


Peer Gynt. 

Perhaps he’s a preacher ? 

And you and your mother the same, I dare say ? 

Are you going to answer me ? 

SOLVEIG. 

Let me alone. 

Peer Gynt. 

I won’t! [In a loxv but hard and threatening voice, 
I can turn mys( lf into a troll! 

I shall come and stand by your bed at midniglit ; 
And if you hear something that’s hissing and spitting, 
Don’t you suppose it’s your cat you are hearing. 

It is I! And I’ll drain your life-blood out of you; 
And your little sister — I’ll eat her up. 

For I turn to a wcre-wolf whenever the night falls, 
Your loins and your back I’ll bite all over — 

\Changes his to7ic suddenly and entreats her anxiously. 
Dance with me, Solveig! 

Solveig {lookmg darkly at him). 

Ah — now vou are horrid. 

[Goes into the house. 
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The Bridegroom {drifting up to Peer again). 
rU give you an ox, if you’ll help me! 

Peer Gynt. 

Come! 

\They go behind the house. At the same moment 
a crowd comes back from dancing, most of 
them drunk. Noise and confusion. SOLVEIG, 
Helga and their Parents come out to the door. 

The Steward 

{to Aslak, who is in the front of the crowd). 

Be quiet 1 


Aslak {pulling off his coat). 

No, here we’ll settle the matter. 
Peer Gynt or I shall get a thrashing. 


Some of the Crowd. 
Yes, let them fight I 


Others. 

No, no, let them argue I 
Aslak. 

No, we must fight ; we want no arguing. 

Solveig’s Father, 

Be quiet, man! 

Helga. 

Will he hit him, mother? 

A Boy. 

It’s better fun with his lies to tease him! 

Another. 


Kick him out, I sayl 
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A Third. 

No, spit in his face! 

A Fourth [to Aslak). 

Are you backing out ? 

Aslak (throwing away his coat), 

ril murder the beggar I 

Solveig’s Mothers (/o Solveig). 

You see now what they think of the booby. 

[Aase comes in, with a cudgel in her hand, 

Aase. 

Is my son here ? He shall have such a drubbing 1 
Just wait and you’ll see what a thrashing I’ll give 
him! 

Aslak [turning up his shirt-sleeves). 

No, your little body’s too weak for that. 

Voices. 

Aslak will thrash him ! 

Others. 

Slash himl 

Aslak [spitting on his hands and nodding to Aase). 

Hang him I 

Aase. 

What? Hang my Peer? Just try, if you dare! 

This old Aase’s got teeth and claws! — 

Where is he ? [Calls across the courtyard. 

Peer! 

The Bridegroom [running in). 

Oh, God in Heaven! 

Come, father! Mother! 
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His Father. 

Why, what’s the matter? 

The Bridegroom. 

Oh, Peer Gynt 1 I — ! 

Aase (wt/A a scream). 

What? What? Have you killed him? 

The Bridegroom. 

No, Peer Gynt — ! Look, up there on the hillside I 
Voices. 

With the bride I 

Aase {letting her cudgel fall). 

The beast ! 

Aslak {in amazement). 

Where the hill is steepest 
He’s climbing, by God ! — ^like a mountain goat I 

The Bridegroom {in tears). 

And carrying her under his arm like a pig ! 

Aase {shaking her fist at Peer). 

I wish he would fall and — ! {Screams anxiously. 

Take care of your footing ! 

Ingrid’s Father 

{coming out bareheaded and white with rage). 

I’ll have his life for his rape of the bride I 

Aase. 

No, may God punish me if I let youl 



ACT IT 


Scene I 

(Scene. — A narrow track high up on the mountain' 
side. It is early morning. Peer Gynt comes hurriedly 
and sulkily along the path. Ingrid, wearing some of 
her bridal ornaments, is trying to hold him back.) 

Peer Gynt. 

Get away ! 

Ingrid {in tears). 

What, after this? 

Where to ? 

Peer Gynt. 

Anywhere you like. 

Ingrid {wringing her hands). 

What deceit ! 

Peer Gynt. 

It’s no use railing. 

We must go our own ways — both. 

Ingrid. 

Think what binds us two together I 
Peer Gynt. 

Oh, the devil take all thinking! 

And the devil take all women — 

Except one — ! 

43 



44 


Peer Gynt 

Ingrid. 

And who is she ? 

Peer Gynt. 

She’s not you. 

Ingrid, 

Who is it, then ? 

Peer Gynt. 

Get you back to where you came from f 
Go back to your father! 

Ingrib. 

Dearest 

Peer Gynt. 

Pshaw f 

Ingrid. 

You surely can't be meaning 
What you say. 

Peer Gynt. 

I can and do. 

Ingrid. 

To ruin me, and then forsake me? 

Peer Gynt. 

WeU, what have you got to offer? 
Ingrid. 

Hsegstad farm, and something more. 
Peer Gynt. 

Is your prayer-book in your kerchief ? 
Where’s your mane of hair all golden ? 
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Do you glance down at your apron ? 
Do you hold on to your mother 
By her skirt ? Come, answer ! 

Ingrid. 

No; but 


Peer Gynt. 

Shall you go to Confirmation 
Very shortly ? 


Ingrid. 

No, but dearest 

Peer Gynt. 

Are your glances always bashful? 

If I beg, can you deny me ? 

Ingrid. 

Christ I I think he's lost his senses — I 
Peer Gynt. 

Does one feel a holy feeling 
When one sees you ? Answer 1 

Ingrid. 

No, but 


Peer Gynt. 

Then what matter what you offer ? 

\Turns to go. 


Ingrid {confronting him). 

Remember it's a hanging matter 
To forsake me now. 


Peer Gynt. 

So be it. 
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Ingrid. 

Rkh you may be, and respected. 

It you take me 

Peer Gynt. 

I can't do it 

Ingrid {bursting into tears). 

Oh, you tempted 

Peer Gynt. 

You were willing. 

Ingrid. 

I was wretched. 

Peer Gynt. 

I was mad. 

Ingrid {threateningly). 

You^ll pay a heavy price for this I 

Peer Gynt. 

I should call the heaviest cheap. 

Ingrid. 

Is your mind made up ? 

Peer Gynt. 

Like stone. 

Ingrid. 

Very well. You'll see who'll win. 

[Goes down the hill. 

Peer Gynt 
{is silent for a little; then suddeyily calls out). 

Oh, the devil take all thinking! 

And the devil take all women ! 
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Ingrid {turns her head and calls up mockingly). 

All but one ! 

Peer Gynt. 

Yes, all but one. 

[They each go their way. 

Scene II 

(Scene. — By a mountain lake, on boggy moorland, 
A storm is bloimng up. Aase, in despair, is calling 
and searching in every direction. Solveig can scarcely 
keep pace with her. Her Parents and Helga are a 
little way behind. Aase beats the air with her arms and 
tears her hair.) 

Aase. 

Everything's against me with the might of anger! 
The skies and the water and the hateful mountains I 
Fogs from the skies are rolling to mislead him — 
Treacherous waters will delude and drown him — 
Mountains will crush or slip away beneath him — 1 
And all these people I They are out to kill him I 
By God, they shall not! I can’t do without him I 
The oaf! To think the devil thus should tempt him ! 

[Turns to Solveig, 

Ah, my girl, one sim})ly can’t believe it. 

He, who was always full of lies and nonsense — 

He, who was only clever with liis talking — 

He, who had never done a thing worth telling — 

He — ! Oh, I want to laugh and cry together! 

We were such friends in our need and troubles. 

For, you must know, my husband was a drunkard. 
Made us a byword in the neighbours’ gossip, 

Brought all our good estate to rack and ruin. 

While I and Peerkin sat at home together — 

Tried to forget — ^we knew no better counsel; 

I was too weak to stand up stoutly to it. 
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It is so hard to face the fate that's coming; 

And so one tries to shake one's sorrows oS one. 

Or do one's best to rid one's mind of thinking. 

Some fly to brandy, others try romancing; 

So we found comfort in the fairy stories 
All about trolls and princes and such cattle — 

Tales, too, of stolen brides — ^but who would ever 
Think that such stories in his mind would linger? 

[Becomes terrified again. 
Ah, what a screech I A nixie or a kelpie ! 

Peer! Oh, my Peer! — Up there upon the hillock — ! 
[Runs up on to a little hillock and looks over the 
lake. Solvkig’s Parents come up to her. 
Not a thing to be seen ! 

The Husband {quietly). 

It is worst for him. 

Aase {in tears). 

Oh, Peer! my Peer! My own lost lamb! 

The Husband {nodding his head gently). 

Aye, lost indeed. 

Aase. 

Say no such thing I 

He is so clever; there's no one like him. 

The Husband. 

You foolish woman ! 


Aase. 

Oh yes, oh yes, 

I may be foolish, but he is fine! 

The Husband 

{always quietly and with a gentle expression). 
His heart is stubborn; his soul is lost. 
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Aase { anxiously ). 

No, no! God’s not so hard as that! 

The Husband. 

Do you think he feels the weight of his sinning ? 

Aase { hastily ). 

No — ^he can ride through the air on a reindeer 1 

The Wife. 

Christ 1 Are you mad ? 

The Husband. 

What are you saving? 

Aase. 

There’s nothing that is too great for him. 

You’ll see, if only he live to do it 

The Husband. 

’Twould be best to see him hang on the gallows. 
Aase {with a scream ). 

Good God ! 

The Husband. 

When he’s in the hangman’s clutches 
Perhaps his heart may turn to repentance. 

Aase { confusedly ). 

Your talk will make me dazed and giddy ! 

We must find him ! 

The Husband. 

Save his soul. 

Aase. 

And body! 

We must drag him out if he’s in the marshes. 
And ring church bells if the trolls have got him. 
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The Husband. 

Ah! Here's a track 

Aase. 

May God repay you 

If you help me aright! 

The Husband. 

Tis our Christian duty. 

Aase. 

All the others are naught but heathens ! 

There was only one that would come and wander — 

The Husband. 

They knew him too well. 

Aase. 

He was much too good for them. 

[Wrings her hands. 

And to think — ^to think his life is in danger! 

The Husband. 

Here’s a footprint. 

Aase. 

That’s the way we must go, then I 
The Husband. 

We’ll scatter and search below the pastures. 

[He and his wife go on. 

SoLVEiG [to Aase). 

Tell me some more. 


Aase [wiping her eyes). 
About my son ? 
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SOLVEIG. 


Yes. 

Tell me everything ! 

Aase {smiling and holding her head up). 
Everything ? 

’Twould weary you ! 


SOLVEIG. 

You'd be sooner wearied 
With telling me, than I with hearing. 


Scene III 

(Scene. — Low treeless hills below the higher moun- 
tains, whose peaks show in the distance. It is late in the 
day, and long shadows are falling. Peer comes running 
in at full speed, and stops on a slope.) 

Peer Gynt. 

They're after me now — the wliole of tlie parish I 
And everyone's taken his stick or his rifle. 

The old man from Haegstad is leading them, howling. 
It has soon got abroad that Peer Gynt is the quarry I 
A different thing from a fight with the blacksmith I 
This is life! All my muscles are strong as a bear's. 

[Swings his arms about and leaps into the air. 
To overthrow everything 1 Breast a waterfall I 
Strike I Pull a fir-tree up by the roots ! 

This is life 1 It can harden and it can exalt ! 

To hell with all my trumpery lying! 

[Three Cowherd Girls run across the hill, 
shouting and singing. 

The Girls. 

Trond of Valfjeld! Baard and Kaare! 

Listen, trolls ! Would you sleep in our arms ; 
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Peer Gynt. 

Who are you shouting for? 

The Girls. 

Trolls! Trolls! Trolls! 

First Girl. 

Trend, come lovingly! 

Second Girl. 

Come, lusty BaardI 

Third Girl. 

All the beds in our hut are empty I 
First Girl. 

Love is lusty! 

Second Girl. 

And lustiness love ! 

Third Girl. 

When boys are lacking, one plays with trolls ! 

Peer Gynt. 

Where are your boys, then ? 

The Girls (wM a hurst of laughter). 

They canT cornel 

First Girl. 

Mine called me dearest and sweetheart too. 

Now he is wed to an elderly widow. 

Second Girl. 

Mine met a gipsy wench up at Lien, 

Now they are both on the road together. 
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Third Girl. 

Mine made an end of our bastard brat. 

Now on a stake his head is grinning. 

All Three. 

Trend of Valfjeld! Baard and Kaare! 

Listen, trolls ! Would you sleep in our arms ? 

Peer Gynt {leaping suddenly amongst them). 

Pm a three-headed troll, and the boy for three girls! 

The Girls. 

Can you tackle the job? 

Peer Gynt. 

You shall see if I cant 

First Girl. 

To the hut ! To the hut ! 

Second Girl. 

We have mead ! 


Peer Gynt. 
Third Girl. 


Let it flowl 


This Saturday night not a bed shall be empty! 


Second Girl (kissing Peer). 
He gleams and glitters like glowing iron! 


Third Girl (kissing Peer). 
Like a baby's eyes from the blackest tarn I 


Peer Gynt (dancing with them). 

Dismal bodings and wanton thoughts. 
Laughter in eyes and tears in throat I 

E 
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The Girls 

{making long noses at the mountain-tops, and 
shouting and singing). 

Trond of Valfjeldl Baard and Kaare! 

Listen, trolls ! Did you sleep in our arms ? 

\They dance away over the hills with Peer 
Gynt between them. 


Scene IV 

(Scene. — Among the mountains. The snowy peaks 
are gleaming in the sunset. Peer Gynt comes in, 
looking wild and distraught.) 

Peer Gynt. 

Palace o’er palace is rising ! 

See, what a glittering gate ! 

Stop! Will you stop! — It is moving 
Farther and farther away 1 
The cock on the weather-vane’s lifting 
Its wings as if for a flight — 

Into rifts of rock it has vanished. 

And the mountain’s barred and locked. 

What are these roots and tree-trunks 
That grow from the clefts of the ridge ? 

They are heroes with feet of herons — 

And now they are vanished away. 

A shimmer like strips of rainbow 
My sight and mind assails. 

Are they bells that I hear in the distance ? 
What’s weighing my eyebrows down ? 

Oh, how my forehead’s aching — 

As if I’d a red-hot band 

Pressing — ! But who the devil 

Put it there I don’t know ! [Sinks down. 

A flight o’er the ridge at Gendin — 

Romancing and damned lies ! 
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Over the steepest walls with 
The bride — ^and drunk for a day — 

Hawks and kites to fight with — 
Threatened by trolls and the like — 
Sporting with crazy lasses — 

Damned romancing and lies ! 

IGazes upwards for a long time. 
There hover two brown eagles ; 

The wild geese fly to the south; 

And I have to trudge and stumble 
Knee-deep in mud and mire. {^Springs up. 
I’ll go with them! Cleanse my foulness 
In a bath of the keenest wind ! 

Up aloft I’ll lave my stains in 
That glittering christening-font I 
I’ll away out over the pastures; 

I’ll fly till I'm pure and clean — 

Fly o'er the ocean waters 

O'er the Prince of Engclland's head 1 

Ah, you may stare, you maidens; 

I'm flying, but not to you. 

It’s of no use your waiting — I 
Yet I might swoop below — 

Why, where arc the two brown eagles ? 
They've gone to the devil, I think! 

See, there's the end of a gable. 

It's rising bit by bit ; 

It’s growing out of the rubbish — 

See, now the door stands wide I 
Aha! I recognize it. 

Grandfather's farm new built ! 

Gone are the clouts from the casements 
And the fence that was tumbling down; 
Lights gleam from every window ; 

They are feasting there within. 

Listen ! The Parson's tapping 
His knife upon his glass ; 

The Captain's hurled his bottle 
And broken the mirror to smash. 

Let them waste and let them squander I 
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Hush, mother — ^there's plenty morel 
It's rich John Gynt that is feasting; 

Hurrah for the race of Gynt ! 

What's all the bustle and rumpus ? 

What are the cries and shouts ? 

“ Where’s Peer ? ” the Captain is calling — 
The Parson would drink my health — 

Go in, then. Peer, for the verdict; 

You shall have it in songs of praise: 

Great, Peer, were thy beginnings. 

And in great things thou shalt end. 

[He leaps forward, but runs his nose against a rock, 
falls and remains lying on the ground. 


Scene V 

(Scene. — A mountain^side, with trees in full leaf 
through which the wind is whispering. Stars are 
twinkling through the branches. Birds are singing in 
the tree-tops. A Woman in Green crosses the slope. 
After her follows Peer Gynt, performing all sorts of 
amorous antics.) 

The Woman in Green 
{stopping and turning round). 

Is it true? 

Peer Gynt {drawing his finger across his throat). 

As true as my name is Peer ; 

As true as that you are a lovely woman ! 

Will you have me? You’ll see how nice I can be; 

You shall never have to weave or to spin; 

You shall be fed till you’re ready to burst ; 

I promise I never will pull your hair 

The Woman in Green. 

Nor strike me, either? 



57 


Peer Gynt 

Peer Gynt. 

No; is it likely? 

We sons of kings don’t strike our women. 

The Woman in Green. 

A king’s son ? 

Peer Gynt. 

Yes. 

The Woman in Green. 

I’m the Dovre-King’s daughter. 

Peer Gynt. 

Are you really? Well, well! How suitable! 

The Woman in Green. 

In the mountains my father has his castle. 

Peer Gynt. 

And my mother a larger one, let me tell you. 

The Woman in Green. 

Do you know my father? His name’s King Brose. 
Peer Gynt. 

Do you know my mother? Her name’s Queen Aase. 

The Woman in Green. 

The mountains reel when my father’s angry. 

Peer Gynt. 

If my mother begins to scold, they totter. 

The Woman in Green. 

My father can kick to the highest rafters. 
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Peer Gynt, 

My mother can ride through the fiercest river. 


The Woman in Green. 

Besides those rags have you other clothing? 

Peer Gynt. 

Ah, you should see my Sunday garments I 

The Woman in Green. 

My week-day garments are gold and silver. 

Peer Gynt. 

It looks to me more like tow and grasses. 

The Woman in Green. 

Yes. There’s just one thing to remember: 

We mountain folk have an ancient custom; 

All that wc have has a double shape. 

So when you come to my father's palace 
It would not be in the least surprising 
If you were inclined to think it merely 
A heap of ugly stones and rubbish. 

Peer Gynt. 

That's just the same as it is with us ! 

You may think our gold all rust and mildew. 
And mistake each glittering window-pane 
For a bundle of worn-out clouts and stockings. 

The Woman in Green. 

Black looks like white, and ugly like fair. 

Peer Gynt. 

Big looks like little, and filthy like clean. 
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The Woman in Green {falling on his neck). 

Oh, Peer, I see we are splendidly suited! 

Peer Gynt. 

Like the hair to the comb — or the leg to the breeches. 

The Woman in Green {calling over the hillside ). 

My steed ! My steed ! My wedding steed ! 

gigciritic pig comes running in, with a ropers end 
for a halter and an old sack for a saddle. 
Peer Gynt swings himself on to its back and 
seats the Woman in Green in front of him. 

Peer Gynt. 

Houp-14! We'll gallop right into the palace! 

Come up! Come up, my noble charger! 

The Woman in Green {caressingly). 

And to think I was feeling so sad and lonely — 

One never can tell what is going to happen ! 

Peer Gynt {whipping up the pig, which trots off). 
Great folk are known by the steeds they ridel 


Scene VI 

(Scene. — The Royal Hall of the King of the Trolls. 
A great assembly 0/ Troll Courtiers, Brownies and 
Gnomes. 'The Troll King is seated on his throne, 
with crown and sceptre. His children and nearest 
relations sit on either side of him. Peer Gynt is 
standing before him. There is a great uproar in the 
hall.) 

Troll Courtiers. 

Slay him! The Christian's son has tempted 
The fairest daughter of our King! 
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A Young Troll. 

Let me slash him on the fingers I 

Another. 

May I tear his hair out for him? 

A Troll Maiden. 

Let me bite him on the buttocks ! 

Troll Witch {with a ladle). 

Let me boil him down for broth ! 

Another {holding a chopper). 

Shall he toast on a spit or be browned in a kettle ? 

The Troll King. 

Quiet! Keep calm! 

[Beckons to his counsellors to approach him. 
We must not be too boastful. 
Things have been going badly with us lately ; 

We don't feel sure if we shall last or perish. 

And can’t afford to throw away assistance. 
Besides, the lad is almost without blemish. 

And well-built too, as far as I can gather. 

It’s true enough that he has only one head; 

But then my daughter hasn’t more than one. 
Three-headed Trolls are going out of fashion; 
Two-headed, even, nowadays aren’t common. 

And their heads usually are not up to much. 

[To Peer Gynt. 

And so, my lad, it’s my daughter you’re after? 
Peer Gynt. 

Yes, if she comes with a kingdom for dowry. 

The Troll King. 

You shall have half while I am living 
And the other half when I am done for. 
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Peer Gynt. 

Fm content with that. 

The Troll King. 

But stop, young fellow. 
You've got to give some pledges also. 

Break one of them, and our bargain’s off 
And you don’t get out of here alive. 

First, you must promise never to give thought to 
Aught except what within these hills is bounded ; 
Shun the day, its deeds, and all the sunlit places. 

Peer Gynt. 

If I’m called King, ’twill not be hard to do it. 

The Troll King. 

Secondly — now I’ll see how far you’re clever 

from his seat. 

The Oldest Troll Courtier [to Peer Gynt). 

Let’s see if you’ve got a wisdom tooth 

That can crack the nut of our monarch’s riddle I 

The Troll King. 

What is the difference between Trolls and Men? 

Peer Gynt. 

There isn’t any, as far as I can gather; 

Big trolls would roast and little ones would claw you — 
Just as with us if only we dared do it. 

The Troll King. 

True; we’re alike in that and other things too. 

Still, just as morning’s different from evening, 

So there’s a real difference between us. 

And I will tell you what it is. Out yonder 
Under the skies, men have a common saying: 
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“ Man, to thyself be true! '' But here, 'mongst Trolls, 
" Troll, to thyself be — enough ! ” it runs. 

Troll Courtier (io Peer Gynt). 

Well, do you fathom it ? 

Peer Gynt. 

It seems rather hazy. 

The Troll King. 

Enough,” my son — ^that word so fraught with 
meaning — 

Must be the motto written on your buckler. 

Peer Gynt {scratching his head). 

Well, but 


The Troll King. ' 

It must, if you're to be a king here! 

Peer Gynt. 

All right; so be it. It is not much worse than 

The Troll King. 

Next you must learn to value rightly 
Our simple, homely way of living. 

[He beckons; Trolls with pigs' heads, wearing 
white nightcaps, bring food and drink. 

Our cows give cakes and our oxen mead ; 

No matter whether their taste is sour 
Or sweet ; the great thing to remember 
Is that they're home-made and home-brewed. 

Peer Gynt {pushing the things away from him). 

The devil take your home-brewed drink! 

I'll never get used to your country's habits. 
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The Troll King. 

The bowl goes with it, and it is golden. 

Who takes the bowl gets my daughter too. 

Peer Gynt {thoughtfully). 

Of course we’re told that a man should master 
His disposition, and in the long run 
Perhaps the drink will taste less sour. 

So, here goes! [Drinks. 


The Troll King. 

Now that was sensibly said. 

But you spit ? 


Peer Gynt. 

I must trust to the force of habit. 

The Troll King. 

Next, you must take off all your Christian clothing; 
For you must know we boast that in the Dovre 
All’s mountain-made; we've nothing from the valleys 
Except the bows of silk that deck our tail-tips. 

Peer Gynt {angrily), 

I haven't got a tail I 

The Troll King. 

Then you shall have one. 

[To one of the courtiers. 
See that my Sunday tail is fastened on him. 

Peer Gynt. 

No, that he shan't 1 Do you want to make a fool of 
me? 

The Troll King. 

Don't try with tail-less rump to court my daughter. 
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Peer Gynt. 

Making a beast of a man ! 

The Troll King. 

My son, you're wrong there; 
rd only make a courtly wooer of you. 

And, as a mark of very highest honour. 

The bow you wear shall be of bright flame-colour. 

Peer Gynt { reflectively ). 

We're taught, of course, that man is but a shadow; 
And one must pay some heed to use and wont, too. 
So, tie away I 

The Troll King. 

You’re coming to your senses. 

Troll Courtier. 

Just see how nicely you can wag and wave it I 
Peer Gynt ( angrily ). 

Now, do you mean to ask anything more of me? 

Do you want me to give up my Christian faith ? 

The Troll King. 

No, to keep that you are perfectly welcome. 

Faith is quite free, and pays no duty; 

It’s his dress and its cut that a Troll should be known 
by. 

If we’re of one mind as to manners and costume 
You’re free to believe what would give us the horrors. 

Peer Gynt. 

You are really, in spite of your many conditions. 
More reasonable than one might have expected. 
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The Troll King. 

We Trolls are better than our reputation. 

My son ; and that is another difference 
Between you and us. But now we have finished 
The serious part of the present assembly. 

Our ears and our eyes shall now be delighted. 

Let the harp-maid waken the Dovr^harp's strings. 
Let the dance-maiden tread the Dovre-hairs floor. 

[Music and a dance. 

What do you think of it ? 

Peer Gynt. 

Think of it? H'm 

The Troll King. 

Tell me quite openly. What did you sec ? 

Peer Gynt. 

See ? What I saw was impossibly ugly. 

A bell-cow thrumming her hoof on a gut-string, 

A sow in short stockings pretending to dance to it. 

The Troll Courtiers. 

Eat him ! 


The Troll King. 
Remember his understanding 
Is only human. 


Troll Maidens. 

Oh, tear his eyes out 
And cut off his ears ! 

The Woman in Green (weeping). 

Are we to endure it, 

My sister and I, when we've played and danced ? 
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Peer Gynt. 

Oho, was it you ? Well, you know, at a banquet 
A joke is a joke — ^no offence was intended. 

The Woman in Green. 

Will you swear to me you were only joking ? 

Peer Gynt. 

The dance and the music were both delightful. 
The Troll King. 

It's a funny thing, this human nature; 

It clings to a man with such persistence. 

Suppose we fight it and it is wounded. 

There may be a scar, but it heals up quickly. 

My son-in-law's now most accommodating ; 

He has willingly cast off his Christian breeches. 
Willingly drunk of the mead-filled goblet. 
Willingly tied on a tail behind him — 

Is so willing, in fact, to do all we ask him 
That I certainly thought the old Adam banished 
For good and all; then, all of a sudden, 

We find him uppermost. Yes, my son, 

You certainly must undergo some treatment 
To cure this troublesome human nature. 

Peer Gynt. 

What will you do ? 

The Troll King. 

ril scratch you slightly 
In the left eye, and then your vision 
Will be oblique, and all you look on 
Will seem to you to be perfection. 

Then Pll cut out your right-hand window 

Peer Gynt. 

You're drunk! 
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The Troll King 

{laying some sharp instruments on the table). 

See, here are the glazier's tools. 
You must be tamed like a raging bullock; 
Then you'll perceive that your bride is lovely. 
And never again will your sight deceive you 
With dancing sows or bell-cows thrumming — ■ 

Peer Gynt. 

That's fool's talk. 

The Oldest Courtier. 

ICs the Troll King's word; 
He is the wise man and you the fool. 

The Troll King. 

Just think what a lot of trouble and worry 
You will be rid of for good and all. 

Remember, too, that the eye is tlic source 
Of the bitter, searing flood of tears. 

Peer Gynt. 

That's true; and it says in the family Bible: 

“ If thine eye offend thee, pluck it out." 

But, tell me, when will my sight recover 
And be as it is now ? 

The Troll King. 

Never, my friend. 

Peer Gynt. 

Oh, really! Then I must decline with thanks* 

The Troll King. 

But what do you mean to do ? 

Peer Gynt. 

To leave you. 
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The Troll King. 

Softly! IVs easy to get within here; 

But the Troll King's gate doesn't open outwards. 

Peer Gynt. 

You surely don't mean to detain me by force ? 

The Troll King. 

Now listen, Prince Peer, and give way to reason! 
You're cut out for a Troll. Why, look, already 
You bear yourself quite in a Troll-like fashion ! 

And you want to become one, don't you ? 

Peer Gynt. 

Of course. 

In return for a bride and a well-found kingdom 
I'm not unwilling to sacrifice something; 

But all things have their natural limit. 

I have taken a tail, it is true; but then 
I can undo the knots that our friend has tied, 

And take the thing off. I have shed my breeches ; 
They were old and patched ; but that won't prevent 
me 

From putting them on if I have a mind to. 

I shall probably find it just as easy 
To deal with your Trollish way of living. 

I can easily swear that a cow's a maiden; 

An oath's not a difficult thing to swallow. 

But to know that one never can get one's freedom — 
Not even to die as a human being — 

To end one's days as a Troll of the mountains — 
Never go back, as you tell me plainly — 

That is a thing that I'll not submit to. 

The Troll King. 

Now, on my sins, I’m getting angry; 

I'm not in the mood to be made a fool of. 

You scurvy lout 1 Do you know who I am ? 

To begin with, you make too free with my daughter — 
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Peer Gynt. 

That^s a lie in your throat! 

The Troll King. 

And youll have to marry her. 

Peer Gynt, 

Do you dare accuse me of — ? 

The Troll King. 

Can you deny 

That she was the object of all your desire ? 

Peer Gynt ( whistles ). 

But no more than that. What the deuce does that 
matter? 

The Troll King. 

You human beings are always the same. 

You are always ready to talk of your souls, 

But heed nothing really save what is tangible. 

You think desires are things that don’t matter? 

Wait ; your own eyes will prove to you shortly 

Peer Gynt. 

It’s no use baiting your hook with lies I 
The Troll King. 

My Peer, ere the year’s out you’ll be a father. 

Peer Gynt. 

Unlock the doors. I’m going. 

The Troll King. 

We’ll send you 

The brat in a goat -skin. 

F 747 
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Peer Gynt {wiping the sweat from his brow). 

I wish I could wake up I 

The Troll King. 

Shall we send to your Palace ? 

Peer Gynt. 

Oh, send to the Parish! 

The Troll King. 

As you like. Prince Peer; it"s your affair solely. 

But one thing is certain — what's done can't be undone. 
And you will see how your offspring will grow up ! 
Mongrels like that grow remarkably quickly 

Peer Gynt. 

Oh, come, old chap, don't go at me like a bullock! 
Fair maiden, be reasonable! Let's come to terms. 

I have to confess that I'm neither a prince 
Nor rich; and, however you take my measure. 

I'm sure you won't find you've made much of a 
bargain. 

\The Woman in Green faints and is carried out 
by 'Troll Maidens. 

The Troll King 

{}ooks at him for a while with a contempHious 
expression, then says). 

Dash him to bits on the rocks, my good children I 
Young Trolls. 

Dad, mayn't we first play at Owls and Eagles ? 

Or the Wolf-Game? Or Grey Mouse and Red-Eyed 
Pussy ? 

The Troll King. 

Yes, but be quick. I'm angry and sleepy. 

Good night I 


[Goes. 
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Peer Gynt {hunted by the Young Trolls). 

Let me go, you young devils ! 

\Tnes to climb up the chimney. 


Young Trolls. 
Brownies! Come, bite him! 


Hobgoblins ! 


Peer Gynt. 

Ow! 

\Tries to get away through the cellar- flap. 

Young Trolls. 

Stop all the holes up! 

Troll Courtier. 

How the youngsters enjoy it! 

Peer Gynt 

(fighting with a Utile Troll who has bitten deep 
into his ear). 

You filth, let go! 

Troll Courtier * 

(rapping Peer Gynt over the knuckles), 

A little respect for a king's son, you scoundrel! 

Peer Gynt. 

Ah ! A rat hole 1 [Runs towards it. 

Young Trolls. 

Stop up the holes. Brownie brothers ! 


Peer Gynt. 

The old man was foul, but the young ones are worse! 


Flay him ! 


Young Trolls. 
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Peer Gynt. 

I wish I were small as a mouse f 

Young Trolls (swarming about him). 

Don’t let him escape! 

Peer Gynt. 

I wish I were a louse I 

Young Trolls. 

Now jump on his face! 

Peer Gynt (smothered in Trolls). 

Help, mother, Pm dying! 
{Church bells are heard afar off. 

Young Trolls. 

Bells in the Valley 1 The Blackfrock’s Cows ! 

{The Trolls disperse in a turmoil and wild 
shrieks. The Hall falls to pieces. Everything 
disappears. 


Scene VII 

(Pitch darkness. Peer Gynt is heard slashing and 
hitting about him with a branch of a tree.) 

Peer Gynt. 

Answer 1 Who are you ? 

A Voice in the Darkness. 

Myself I 

Peer Gynt. 

Let me pass, then 1 
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Voice. 

Go round about, Peer ! Room enough on the mountain. 
[Peer Gynt tries to pass another way, but runs 
up against something. 


Who are you? 


Peer Gynt. 

Voice. 

Myself. Can you say as much ? 


Peer Gynt. 


I can say what I like, and my sword can strike! 
Look out for yourself! Fm going to smash you! 

King Saul slew hundreds ; Peer Gynt slays thousands t 

[liits about him wildly. 


Who are you ? 


Voice. 


Myself. 


Peer Gynt. 

ThaFs a silly answer, 

And you can keep it. It tells me nothing. 

What are you ? 

Voice. 

The great Boyg.^ 

Peer Gynt. 

No, are you really? 
Things were black before ; now some grey is showing. 
Out of my way, Boyg ! 


Voice. 

Go round about. Peer! 

1 A monstrous invisible Troll whose legend occurs frequently 
in Scandinavian folklore. 
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Peer Gynt. 

No, through you ^ ^ 

[rn« to get on, but always runs up against some 
thing. 

Ha, ha ! Are there more of you ? 
Voice. 

The Boyg, Peer Gynt 1 The one and only. 

The Boyg that's unwounded, the Boyg that was hurt. 
The Boyg that was dead and the Boyg that's alive. 

Peer Gynt {throwing away his branch). 

My weapon's bewitched ; but I have my fists ! 

[Strikes out in front of him. 

Voice. 

Yes, put your trust in your fists and strength I 
Ho, hoi Peer Gynt, they'll bring you out top! 

Peer Gynt. 

Backward or forward, it's just as far — 

Out or in, the way's as narrow. 

It's there ! — and there ! — and all about me ! 

I think I've got out, and I'm back in the midst of it. 
What's your name! Let me see you! Say what you 
are! 

Voice. 

The Boyg. 


Peer Gynt {feeling round him). 

Neither dead, nor alive; slime and mistiness; 
No shape or form I It's as if one were smothered 
Amidst any number of bears that are growling 
At being waked up I [Shrieks. 

Why don't you hit out at me ! 
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Voice. 

The Boyg’s not so foolish as that. 

Peer Gynt. 

Oh, strike at me ! 

Voice. 

The Boyg doesn’t strike. 

Peer Gynt. 

Come, fight I You shall fight with me! 
Voice. 

The great Boyg can triumph without any fighting. 
Peer Gynt. 

Fd far rather it were the Brownies tormenting me! 
Or even as much as a one-year-old Troll! 

Just something to fight with — and not this blank 
nothingness I 
IFs snoring now I Boyg 1 


Voice. 

What is it? 

Peer Gynt. 

Show fight, will you! 


Voice. 

The great Boyg can get all he wishes by gentleness. 

Peer Gynt [biting his own hands and arms). 

Oh, for claws and teeth that would tear my flesh ! 

I must see a drop of my own blood flow ! 

[i4 sonnd is heard like the heating of wings of great 
birds. 
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Birds' Cries. 
Is he coming, Boyg ? 


Voice. 

Yes, foot by foot. 
Birds' Cries. 

Sisters afar off, fly to meet us ! 


Peer Gynt. 

If you mean to save me, girl, be quick! 

Don't hang your head and look down blushing. 

Your prayer-book! Hit him straight in the eye with 
it! 


He's failing! 


Birds' Cries. 
Voice. 


He's ours. 


Birds' Cries. 

Come, sisters, quickly! 

Peer Gynt. 

An hour of torture such as this 

Is too dear a price to pay for life. [Sinks clown. 

Birds' Cries. 

Boyg, he is down ! Boyg, seize him ! Seize him ! 

[Church hells and the singing of psalms are heard 
in the distance. 

Voice 

{with a gasp, as the Boyg gradually dwindles away 
to nothing). 

He was too strong. There were women behind him. 
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Scene VIII 

(Scene. — On the hillside outside a hut on Aase’s 
mountain pasture. It is sunrise. The door of the hut is 
barred. Everything is empty and still. Fekr Gynt lies 
asleep by the hut. Presently he wakes and looks around 
him with listless and heavy eyes.) 

Peer Gynt {spitting). 

rd give the world for a pickled herring! 

\He spits again : then he sees Helga approaching, 
carrying a basket of food. 

You here, youngster? What do you want? 

Helga. 

It was Solveig 

Peer Gynt {springing up). 

Where is she ? 

Helga. 

Behind the hut. 

Solveig {fro^n behind the hut). 

If you come any nearer. Til run away I 

Peer Gynt {standing still). 

Perhaps you’re afraid I shall carry you off? 

Solveig. 

For shame I 

Peer Gynt. 

Do you know where I was last night ? 
The Troll King’s daughter is hunting me down. 

Solveig. 

'Twas well done, then, that we rang the bells. 
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Peer Gynt, 

Oh, Peer Gynt’s not quite the lad to get caught-— 
What’s that you say? 


Wait for me! 


Helga [crying). 

She’s running away. 

[Runs after Solveig. 


Peer Gynt [gripping her by the arm). 

See what I’ve got in my pocket 1 
A fine silver button I And you shall have it 
[f you speak up for me! 

Helga. 

Oh, let me go I 

Peer Gynt. 

Take it, then. 

Helga, 

Oh, let me go!— and my basket! 
Peer Gynt. 

You had better look out if you don’t — ! 


Helga. 

Oh, you frighten me! 

Peer Gynt [quietly, as he lets her go). 

No; all I meant was; don’t let her forget me! 

[Helga runs off. 
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Scene I 

(Scene. — The depths of a pine-wood. It is a grey 
autumn day, and snow is falling. Peer Gynt is in 
his shirt-sleeves, felling timber. He has just tackled a 
tall tree with crooked branches.) 

Peer Gynt. 

Oh yes, you're tough, my ancient friend, 

But that won't help you; you're coming down ! 

to work again. 

I know you're wearing a coat of mail ; 

But I'll slash through, were it never so strong. 

Yes, you may shake your crooked arms ; 

I daresay you're both fierce and angry. 

But all the same you shall bow to me — ! 

[Suddenly breaks off sullenly. 
What lies ! It's only an ancient tree. 

What lies! I'm fighting no mail-clad foe; 

It's only a fir with its bark all cracked. 

It's toilsome work, this felling timber; 

But the devil’s own job whe n all the time 
One’s dreams get mixed up with one's working. 

All that must stop — this daytime dreaming 
And always being in the clouds. 

My lad, remember that you're an outlaw 1 
Your only shelter's in this forest. 

[Works again hurriedly for a while. 
An outlaw, yes. You have no mother 
To bring you food and spread your table. 

If you want to eat, you must help yourself; 

Get what you can from the woods and the stream. 
Forage for sticks if you want a fire, 

79 
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Look to yourself for everything. 

If you need clothes, you must skin a deer; 

^ If you want a wall to put round your house, 

You must break the stones; if you want to build. 
You must fell the timber and shoulder it 
And carry it to the spot youVe chosen. 

[He lets his axe fall and stares in front of him, 
ril build a beauty! Up on the roof 
Lll have a tower and weather-vane. 

And on the gable-end Fll carve 
A lovely mermaid. Vane and locks 
Shall be of brass, and window panes 
Shall shine so bright that from afar 
People shall wonder what it is 
That they see gleaming in the sun. 

[Laughs bitterly. 

Damned lies ! Why, there I go again ! 

Remember that you're an outlaw, boy ! 

[wS^/s to work feverishly. 
A well-thatched hut is quite enough 
To keep out both the frost and rain. 

[Looks tip at the tree. 

It's giving way. One more stroke 1 There I 
He's down and fallen all his length, 

And all the undergrowth is quivcTing. 

[Sets to work to lop off the branches ; all at once 
he stops and listens, with uplifted axe. 
There’s someone coming! Ingrid's father — 

Trying to catch me treacherously! 

[Hides behind a tree and peeps out. 
A boy! Just one. And he looks frightened. 

He’s glancing round him. What is that 
He’s hiding underneath his jacket? 

A sickle. Now he stands and looks — 

He lays his hand upon a log 

What now? Why does he brace himself — ? 

Ugh ! He has chopped a finger off ! 

And now he's bleeding like a pig — 

And now he runs off with his hand 

Wrapped in a clout. [Comes forward. 
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He must be mad ! 

Chopped it right off ! — a precious finger! 

And did it, too, as if he meant it. 

Oho, I see ! If one's not anxious 
To serve His Gracious Majesty 
That is the only way. So that's it ! 

They would have called him for the army. 

But he, I see, would be exempted. 

Still, to cut off — ? To lose for ever — ? 

The thought, perhaps — ^the wish — the will — 
Those I could understand ; but really 
To do the deed ! Ah, no — ^that beats me ! 

[Shakes his head a little ; then resumes his work. 


Scene II 

(Scene. — A room in Aase's house. Everything is in 
disorder. The clothes-chest is standing open ; clothes 
lie scattered about ; a cat is lying on the bed. Aase 
and Kari are trying to put things in order.) 

Aase {running to one side of the room). 

Kari, tell me 

Kari. 

What is it? 

Aase. 

Tell me 

Where is — ? Where shall I find — ? Oh, tell me. 
Where is — ? What am I looking for? 

I'm going crazy ! Where's the chest key ? 

Kari. 

It’s in the keyhole. 


Aase. 

What's that rumbling? 
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Kari. 

The last load going off to Haegstad.^ 

Aase {weeping). 

I wish they were taking me in my coffin I 
What we poor creatures have to suffer ! 

God pity me ! The whole house emptied ! 

What Haegstad left, the Judge has taken. 
TheyVe scarcely left me with a rag 
To put upon my back. It’s shameful 
To have pronounced so hard a sentence ! 

[Sits down on the edge of the bed. 
The farm’s gone now, and all our land. 

He’s a hard man, but the Law was harder; 

No one to help me — ^none showed mercy — 

Peer gone, and no one to advise me. 

Karl 

You’ve got this house until you die, 

Aase. 

Oh, yes — the bread of charity. 

For me and for my cat ! 

Kari. 

Old mother, 

God help you 1 Peer has cost you dear, 

Aase. 

My Peer? I think you’ve lost your senses I 
They got their Ingrid, safe and sound. 

They should have rightly blamed the Devil; 

He is the culprit, and no other; 

’Twas he, the ugly beast, that tempted 
My poor dear boy ! 

' As sentence for his crime of the rape of Ingrid, Peer Gynt 
has been proclaimed an outlaw and the forest his only 
sanctuary. All his possessions have become forfeit to Ingrid's 
father and to the law. 
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Kari. 

Had you not better 
Send for the priest ? For all you know, 

Things may be worse than you believe. 

Aase. 

Send for the priest ? Perhaps Pd better. [Gets up. 
No, no — I cannot ! I’m his mother; 

I must help the boy — ^it’s only my duty; 

I must do my best, when everyone fails me. 
They’ve left him that coat. I must get it patched. 
I wish I had dared to keep the bed-cover I 
Where are the stockings ? 

Kari. 

There, with that rubbish. 

Aase {fumbling among the things). 

What’s this? Look here! An old casting-ladle I 
He used to pretend to mould buttons with this. 
Melt them and shape them and stamp them too. 
Once, when we’d company, in came the boy 
And begged of his father a bit of tin. 

" Not tin,” said John, ” King Christian’s coinl 

A silver coin to melt, and show 

That you’re the son of rich John Gynt.” 

May God forgive him, for he was drunk; 

And when he was drunk it was all the same. 

Tin or gold. Ah, here are the stockings! 

They are all in holes ; I must darn them, Kari. 

Kari. 

They certainly need it. 

Aase. 

When that is done, 

I must go to bed. I feel so bad. 



$4 Peer Gynt 

So wretchedly ill. [Joyfully. 

Oh, look here, Kari! 

Two flannel shirts tliat they have forgotten I 
Kari. 

Aye, SO they have. 

Aase. 

That’s a lucky find. 

You put one of tlimi 

Or — no, I tliink we’H take them b(^th; 

The one he ha.^* on is so thin and worn. 


Kari. 

But, Aase, you know that it’s a sin? 


Aask. 

Oil, yes; but you know the parson tOls us 
That all our siU'. may be forgiven. 


SCFNE 111 

(Sc ene . — Outside a neuly built hut in (he forest. 
Reindeer horns over the door. Deep snoie everyuhere. 
It IS ni^hlftilL Bhi R ( lYNT is stand nuf fixing a heavy 
wooden bolt to the door.) 

Pki K C'lVW {laughing noxo and then), 

Tlu're mu-t br o bolt, to la'^tt n mv door 
A,L;ain^t the Iholl-folk an«l riK U and uointm. 

There imiNt be a bolt, to keep nu' ^ah' 

From all the pLe^uv ennvd of t:t)L>Im-. 
d'lu‘y’11 eorne w h< n itS dark, ami I’ll luar them 
knock mi:: 

** Open, iVt'i, we are (\n‘u k a^ thoughts! 

Futler the bed, on the hearth in th<' asbe-. 

You’ll hear us creeping and craw line al>out; 
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We’ll fly down the chimney like fiery dragons. 
Hee-heel Do you think your nails and planks 
Can save you from plaguy goblin-thoughts? ” 

[SoLVEiG conies over the sno7c^ on ski ; she hos a 
shawl over her head and a bundle in her hand. 

SOLVEIG. 

God bless your work. You must not reject me. 

I had your message, and you must take me. 

Peer Gynt. 

Solveig! It can’t l>e — I Yt s, it is| 

And not afraid to come so near mef 

SOI-VKIG. 

I had your me^<age from little Ifelga, 

And others I had from the winds and the sjlene(‘. 
There was one in all that your mother told nu*. 

And others that came to me in my drt anis. 

The dreai*y nights and the empty days 
Brought me tlie m( ssage that 1 mu'^t ( oim*. 

All light had gone from mv life down voiuh r; 

I had nt'ither the heart to laugh nor to w(< p. 

I coul<l not tell what wa^ in your mind; 

I could only t( II w hat I neKi^ must do. 

Peer (jYsr. 

But your fatlu r? 


Soi.VEIG. 

Pve no one on God’s wide earth 
That I can call fatluT or mother now; 

Pve left them for ev< r. 


To come to me? 

G 


Peek CiYnt. 

Solveig, my dear 



Peer Gynt 

SOLVEIG. 

Yes, to you alone; 

You must be all to me — friend and comfort. 

\In tears. 

The worst was leaving my little sister; 

And worse than that, to leave my father; 

And worst of all to leave her who carried me 
At her breast; no, God forgive me, 

Tiie worst indeed was the bitter sorrow 
That I must part from all my dear ones! 

Peer GYxNT. 

And do you know the heavy sentence 

The law pronounced? They’ve taken from me 

Everything that I had or might have. 

SOLVEIG. 

’Twas not for what you had or might have 
I gave up what was dearest to me. 

Peek Gynt. 

And do you know that if I venture 
Beyond this forest I am forfeit 
If any man can lay hand on me? 


SOLVEIG. 

When I asked my way a^ I came hither, 

They questioned me — where was I going? 

“ Pm going home that was my answer. 

* Peer Gynt. 

Ah, tlu n 1 need no bolts to guard me, 

No locks against the powers of evill 
My hunter’s hut is consecrated 
If you deign t ntcr it and live there. 

Dear, let me look at you! Not too near you — 
I’d only look at yoiil How lovely. 

How pure you arc! Let my arms lift you I 
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How slim and light you are, my SolveigI 
I’d carr>’ you for ever, dearest. 

And never wear\ ! I’ll not soil you; 
ril hold voiir warm and lovely lx>dv 
At arms’ length from me! All, my Solveig, 

Can I btdieve I’ve made you love me? 

Both night and day ’tis what I’ve longed for. 

Sec, I have built tliis little dwelliiiL; — 

It shall come down; it’s cram|X‘d and ugly 

Soi VI- ui. 

Little or big, I’m hapiyv here. 

Here one can breathe, in th<' butb ting wind. 

Down voiitler ’twas sultry; I frit lirmiiKtl m; 

It was partly that, that drove nu* aw.iN . 

Hut heit*, where om* hears tlu* lii to t , soughing — 
Such song and ^ih iu e! —I ft 1 1 at home. 

ri-.hR (lYNT. 

But, d(‘ar, are you sure? It means for ever I 
Sol VI k;. 

Th(‘n'’> no wav back on tht‘ roatl I have tOMlden. 
ih 1 K t'lYsr. 

You’re mine, tlitii! ('»o in! I would ^ee you within! 
(io m! I will ii t< h soni<‘ wtM»<l foi .i tin , 

To warm \ou ^miglv and tli< k« i hiiehtly; 

You shall ^it soft and lu vei s},ivc r. 

[//(’ unbars tbr door, and Soivi ir, gees in. lie 
•stands silent for a moment, then lauifis aloud 
jnr ; e,' and leaps into the air. 

Mv j)rinces«,! Now sh*- is foun^l and won! 

Now- m\- palace shall spnng into lx ing' 

[Seizes his axe and crosses over towards the trees. 
At the same moment an elderly uoman in a 
tattered rjeen r/nm ad:ances (utl (f the wood; 
an Ui;ly child loith a flagon in his hand limps 
after her, holding on to her skirt. 



88 


Peer Gynt 

The Woman. 

Good evening, Peer Light-Foot 1 

Peer Gynt. 

What is it ? Who are you ? 
The Woman. 

OIrl friends, Peer Gynt! My hut is quite near here. 
We're neighbours. 

Peer Gynt. 

Indeed ? I was not aware of it. 
The VV’’oman. 

As your hut grew up, so mine grew beside it. 

Peer Gynt {trying to get away). 

Pm in a great hurry. 

The Woman. 

You always were that ; 

But, trudging along, in the end I come up with you. 
Peer Gynt. 

Old dame, you’re mistaken ! 

The Woman. 

I know I was onre ; 

That day when you made me such wonderful promises. 
Peer Gynt. 

I made you promises? Why, what the devil — ? 

The Woman. 

Do you mean you’ve forgotten the night w'hen you 
drank 

At my father’s? Do you mean you’ve forgotten 
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Peer Gvnt, 

I mean 

Tv^e forgotten what never took place to remember 1 
What nonsense Is this? And when last did we meet? 

The Woman. 

The last time we met was the first time we met. 

[7*0 child. 

Give your father a drink; I think lie is thirsty. 

Peer ( ynt. 

His father? You're drunk! Do you mean that this 
urchin — ? 

The Woman. 

You're not going to ^ay that you can't reco|’nise liim? 
Have you eyes? Can’t you see that lie's lame in the 
shanks 

As you’re lame in your mind? 

Pi I.R CiYNT. 

Do you mean to pretend that — ? 
Tin: W»»M\N. 

You can't wriggle out of it! 

Peer Gynt. 

That hmgdeggcd brat — ? 

The Woman, 

He has grown very fa-t. 

Peer Gynt. 

Why, you ugly old hag, 

Do you dare to assert that this — ? 
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The Woman. 

Listen, Peer Gynt; 
You’re as coarse as a bullock. [Weeps. 

Oh, how can I help it 

If I’m not as fair as I was when you tempted me 
Out on tlie hill-side up there in the mountains? 

And when in the autumn my travail came on me, 

I’d only the Devil to art as a midwife; 

So it isn’t surprising I lost all my beauty. 

But if you would see me as fair as before. 

You’ve only to turn out that girl that’s in there, 

Out of your house and year mind and your sight; 

Do that, dearest lad, and my ill-looks will vanish! 

Peer Gynt. 

Get away, you old witch! 

The Woman. 

You shall see if I will! 

Peer Gynt. 

I’ll break your head for you! 


The Woman. 

Trv, if you dare! 

You’ll fintl me. Peer, a hard nut to crack! 

Every (lav I shall be ba('k again, 

Peeping at doors and spying on both of you. 

When V(ju and your girl are sitting together, 

And vou are inelini'd for cuddling and fondling. 
You’ll hud m(* beside you, claiming my share of it. 
Sh(‘ and I will share you —turn about. 

(h)od-bye, dear boy. If you like the prospect. 
Then wed her to-iuonuw ! 

Peer Gynt. 

You devil’s nightmare! 
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The Womaj^. 

But I had forgotten ! You’ve got to Iwk after 
Your little son — this graceful urchin ! 

Come on, little imp, will you go to your fatlier? 

The Boy {spitting at Peek). 

If I had an axe, I’d split you in two with it! 

Just wait I 

The \V(^man {kissifig the Bov). 

W hat a head he’s got on his shoulders! 
W'hen you’ve groun up you’ll Ih‘ just like your father! 

Peek (iYNT {-^tamping /ns foot). 

I wish you 

The W’oman. 

As far off as now wi‘ are m ar you ? 

Pei k (iYNT {clenching his fists). 

And all this comes 

Till W'oMAN. 

Ju^t of tii<Mights and desires! 
Hard lurk h^r you. Pen ! 

Phi K (lYNT. 

It’s }iard(*^t for her— 

I'or Solv< ig— my loveliest, purest treasure! 

I'lIE W'<;MAV. 

Oh, ves; the inn<^‘ t nt always nifh r- - 

As the Devil saiti wh* n his mothn thi.ished him 

Bc*tause his father had a»me home drunk! 

[She mnves off into the iroixt with the Boy, who 
throws the flagon behind him. 
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Peer Gynt {after a long silence). 

** Round about/' said the Boyg; that's how I must 
go.— 

My palace has trembled about my ears! 

Slie was so near me; and now there has risen 
A wall between us, and all in a moment 
My joy is gone and everything's ugly. 

" Round about " — ^ah, yes; there's no straight road 
That leads through this from me to her. 

No straight road ? All the same, there might be. 

If I remember aright, the Bible 

Says sometliing somewhere about repentance — 

But I’ve no Bible, and I've forgotten 

The most of it, and in this forest 

There's not a thing that will give me guidance. 

Repent ? It might take years to do it 

Bffore I found the way. And, meanwhile, 

A life that's empty, ugly, dreary; 

And in the end from shreds ami fragments 
To try and patch tlie thing together? 

One can patch up a broken fiddle. 

But not a watch-spring. If one tramples 
On growing tilings they're spoiled for ever. — 

But, sundy, tlu* old witch was lying! 

1 can put all thost' ugly doings 
Out of my sight! Ihit — can I put tluan 
Out of my mind? I ^hall be haunted 
Bv lurking memories — of Ingrid — 

Of those three girls upon the hillside. 

Will they come too. and jetT and threaten. 

And beg of nu' to hold them clo>elv 
Or lift them tenderlv at arms* l<*ngth? 

It's no use! Were my arms as long 
As fir-trees’ stems or pine-trees' branches, 

I should be holding her too near 
To set her down again uiisullhal. 

I must find some way rouml about, 

Without a tliought of gain or loss; 

Some way to free me from such thoughts 



93 


Peer Gynt 

And shut them from my mind for ever. 

[Takrs a fcit sfrps towards the hut, then stops, 
Btit — go in now? Di‘=graced and soiled? 

With all these Troll-folk at mv heels? 

Speak, and yet not tell all? Confess, 

And still be hiding something from her? 

[rhro:cs auity his are. 
No, no — to go and meet lu r now, 

Such as I am. were ‘sacrilege. 

[SoLvriG appears at the door of the hut. 

SOLVFIG. 

Are you coming, dear? 

Tler Gynt {below his bfeath). 

** Go round about 


SoLVKlG. 

What do you sav ? 

PhFK C'tVNT. 

J )t ar, yf>u Tnn<^t wait. 
It’s dark, and Tve a ht-avy h ad. 

IG. 

Ill come and help y<ai b« ar the load* 

Pm R (fYM. 

No. do not come! Stay wla re you aicl 
1 ii bear the wh<le of it. 


Sorvi IG. 

But, fh ar. 

Don’t In' too long. 

Pi,i:R fiYNT. 

Be i>afi( nt, child; 
Whether the time is long or short. 
You must just wait. 
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Solve IG {nodding to him). 

Yes, I will wait. 

[Peer GysTgoes off along the forest path. Solveig 
remains standing at the half -open door. 


Scene IV 

(Scene. — ^Aase's house. It is evening. A log fire is 
burning on the hearth and lights up the room. A cat 
is lying on a chair at the foot of a bed on which Aase 
is lying, fumbling restlessly with the sheets.) 

Aase. 

Ah me, is my son never coming ? 

The nights are so weary and long. 

Pve no one to take him a message, 

And so murli to say to him now, 

My time's running short — oh, how quickly I 
To think that the end should be tliis! 

If only I’d known, I would never 
Have said a hard w'ord to the bov! 

[Peer Gynt comes in. 

Peer Gynt. 

Good evening! 

Aase. 

My boy! Oli, God bless you I 
My dearest, at last you have come! 

But how have you dared to come hither? 
Your life is in danger, you know'. 

Peer Gynt. 

My life? — oh, my life doesn't matter. 

I iiad to come down to you now. 
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Aase. 

And Kari! — she said that you wouldn’t! 

Ah, now I can leave you in peace. 

Peer Gynt. 

Leave me? Why, what are you saving? 

And where do you think you can go? 

Aase. 

Ah, Peer, it*s the end that's approaching; 

I haven't much longer to live. 

Peer (ivNT 

(turning away abruptly anJ walking across the room). 
I was running away from niy sorrows, 

And thought at least lu-re I'd In* fiei; — I 

Are you cold ? Are your hands and your feet cold ? 

Aase. 

Yes, Pei r; vou’ll be done w'ith me sof)n. 

When my eyes lost' their light you must close them — 
But tencierly, carefullv, Peer. 

And then you mu''! get me a (nlTm, 

And see that it’s hantbome an<l line. 

Ah no, I forgot — - 


Pi I K Gynt. 

Do he (juiet I 

Time enough for all that by-andd^y. 


Aase. 

Yes, yes. [Loo As uneasily round the room. 

Do you see what a little 
Thcv've left me? It’s all <>ne to them. 
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Peer Gynt {with a grimace). 

There you go ! [ffars/ily. 

Yes, I know I am guilty. 

But what do you think is the good 
Of raking it up to remind me ? 


Aase. 

No! It was the drink was to blame. 

That damnable drink that destroyed you. 
My boy; for you know you were drunk. 
And didn't know what you were doing. 
Besides — that wild ride on the buck! — • 
I'm sure it was not to bn wondered 
If you were not right in your head. 


Peer Gynt. 

Never mind all that nonsense and rubbish; 
Never mind about anything now. 

Let’s put off serious thinking 
Till later — anotlu*r day. 

[Sits down on the edge oj the bed. 
Now, mother, let’s have a gossip, 

And talk of all sorts of things. 

Except what's ugly and horrid 
And hurts — let’s forget all that. 

Bless me! Why, there's old j)Uss yi 
To think that he's still alive! 

Aase. 

At ni^^ht he seems so uneasy; 

And we all know what that means f 

Peer Gynt {turning away). 

Wliat is the news in the district ? 

Aase {smilin<^). 

They do say that hereabouts 

There’s a girl that longs for the mountains - - 
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Peer Gynt (futs(ily). 

Mads Moen — is he content ? 

Aask* 

They say that she will not listen 
To the old folks' prawrs and tears. 

You ought to go and see her; 

Maybe you could find a way * 

Peer Gynt. 

And what's beeoine of the bhu ksinith? 
Aask. 

Oh, bother th<‘ dirt\' vimth! 

I’d so mu<di ratlu r tdl v<>u 

Her name “ tlhit ^uTs, you know 

Pei R (ivvr. 

No, wa^'re goiiu' to ha\<^ a 
An<l talk of all sorts of thim^, 

Pxet j)t w'htit's u^I\- and horiid 
And Inirts -h foita t -dl that. 

Shall I h*t< h you a dunk ? Ar«* \ on thirsty 
Can you str«'t< li in that litth* beri ? 

Let in<* look why, thi> i» surely 
The bed I had as a boy’ 

Do you r<‘meinb<'r \ oui sitting 
Beside my b<*d at nieht 
Smoothing tho bed-s|>ira(l over 
And singing m(‘ rliymes and songs? 

A A SI . 

Yes, and we pla\e<l at sleigliing, 

\Vh( n your father had gone away-— 

The l>e<i-s.pread wa^. our apron. 

And the fi<x)r an ircdxjiind fjord. 
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Peer Gynt. 

Yes, but do you remember 
The finest bit of it all — 

Our pair of praneing horses? 


Aase. 

Why, yes — of course I do. 

*Twas Kari's cat wc borrowed. 

And put up on a stool. 

Peer Gynt. 

To Soria-Moria ^ Castle, 

That's westward of tlu? moon 
And eastward of the sunrise, 

O'er hill and dale we flew. 

A stick that wc found in the cupboard 
Made you a splendid whip. 


Aase. 

I sat up like the driver— 

Pi;i,K (iVNT. 

Yes, and von shook the reins; 

And tiirn»‘d round as we galloped, 
T<j ask if I wen* ( old. 

(iod bless you, vou old scolder! 

^'()U were a dear to me 

Why do you groan ? 


Aase. 

It's my back, Peer; 
It's sore from lying here. 


Peek (ivNT. 

Stretch up and PIl '-up}'>ort you. 

Then' -- now vou're Iving snug. 

‘The name is t.iken from the .\rabic name of a group of 
islanils beyond the Red Sea which were fabled to be the Isles 
of the Blest. 
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Aase (un^asi/v). 
I want to get away. Peer. 

Pp:kr (iYNT. 
To get away ? 


Aase. 

Ah, ye'; — - 

It*s what I’m al\vav> longing. 

Peer (iVni*. 

Wliat sen'-ele>s talk is that ? 

Set*. l<‘t me smooth th<* bt cl » lothes 
And then sit on tin* he<i, - 
Now, we will make tla* timt* llv 
With singing rhymes and -ongs. 

Aase. 

No, l<d me have nu* prayer-book; 

My mind ill at ease*. 

Peer (ivsT, 

In Snia-Moiia ( astle 
Thev’r«‘ having a s|,|i ndicl f(*ast. 

Rest ba( k mwin the ru-^hien-; 

ril drive you fjuirklv there 

Aase. 

But, dear, am I invit*’d? 

Peek (ivNr. 

Of course -arui I am, t<^>o. 

[//<? ihrou's a cord round the buck of the chair on 
which the cat is /s'lwg, takes a stick in his 
hand and sits doivn on the foot of the bed^ 

Get' up! (iet on with va>u, Bla< kie! 

Mother, you’re sure you're not cokl ? 
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Aha I Now we shall be moving. 

When Grane kicks up his heels I 

Aase. 

But, Peer — I hear something ringing 

Peer Gynt. 

It's the glittering sleigh-bells, dear. 

Aase. 

They sound so strange and hollow! 

Peer Gynt. 

We're driving over a fjord. 


Aase. 

I'm frightened! What is it that's sighing 
And moaning so wild and drear? 

Peer Gynt. 

It's only the firs on the hillside 
Whispering. Just sit still. 


Aase. 

I ^oem to see lights in the distance. 

What is it that’s glistening there? 

Peer Gynt. 

It's the windows and gates of the Castle. 
Can you hear the dancers? 

Aase. 

Yes. 

Peer Gynt. 

And outside stands Saint Peter 
Asking you to come in. 
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Aase. 

Does he greet me ? 

Peer Gyst. 

Yes, witli honour. 
And offers you sweetest wine. 

Aase. 

Wine! Does he offer cakes, too? 

Peer Gynt. 

A plateful of tiu in, ves! 

And our parson's wife preparing 
Your coffee and your desse rt. 

Aase. 

What! Shall I really meet her? 

Peer Gynt. 

As soon and as oft as you ph ase. 
Aase. 

Yoidre driving your ix)or old mother 
To a ‘-ph n<li(l party, P<S‘r! 

Peek (^ynt {smiuking /iis xcJiip). 

Gee up! Get on with you, Blac kiel 

Aask. 

Arc you sure that you kn<jw the way r 

Pi: i : r Gynt {smacking h is uuh i p aga i n ) . 
lean see the road. 

Aase. 

But the journey 
Makes me h cl ill and tired. 

a 747 
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Peer Gynt. 

I can see the Castle before me; 

The drive will soon be done. 

Aase. 

ril lie back with my eyes shut. 

And trust to you, my boy ! 

Peer Gynt. 

Now show your paces, Granel 
The Castle is all agog; 

The folk all swarm to the gateway; 

Peer Gynt and his mother arrive I 
Why, whaCs that. Mister Saint Peter? 

You won’t let my mother in ? 

You must look far, I can tell you. 

To find a worthier soul. 

Of myself I will say nothing; 

I can turn back to the gate. 

ril take pot-luck, if you’ll have me; 

If not, it’s all one to me. 

Like the Devil in the pulpit, 

I’ve told a heap of lies. 

And have called my dear old mother 
A silly old hen, I know. 

Because she cackled and scolded; 

But things must be different here. 

You must respect and revere her. 

Sincerely and honestly; 

You’ll not get anyone Ix^tter 
From our parts nowadays. — 

Ohol Hero’s God the Father! 

Saint Peter, you’ll catch it now! 

[Speaks in a deep voice. 
** Just stop that bullying, will you! 

Mother Aase is welcome here! ” 

[Laughs aloud and turns to his mother. 
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I knew how *twould Ive! Saint Peter 
Is singing small enough n<*\v 1 

[His voter iiikrs on an anxious ione. 
Why do you stare so, mother? 

Have you lust your senses, tlear? 

[G'ees io the head of the bed. 
You mustn’t lie and stare so — ! 

Speak, mother; it’s I, your lK)y ! 

[Feels her forehead and hands cautiously ; then 
throws the cord away on to the chair and says 
in a loxv voice : 

So it’s that! — You may re'^t now, Grane; 

Our journey’s ovt-r an<l done, 

her eyes and bends over her. 
Thanks, dear, for all yoti gave me. 

Thrashings and ki^sc's alike! 

And now it’s for you to thank me — 

[Presses his cheek a (gainst her lips. 
There — ^that was the diiver’s f« e. 

[Kari comes in. 

Kahi. 

What? Th«n Ik'T <l<‘e|Hvt sorrow 

AtuI grieving \ni 11 forgot! 

(ioini Lord, 1ua\ soinid ‘-In* is sleeping | 

Or is she — ? 


Li PR t .vNr. 
i sho i > dead. 

[Kart weeps by Aasi/s />e./v. Pi i R Gynt walks 
to and fro tn the room ; at last he stops by 
the bedside. 


Pkkk tiYNT. 

Sec that she’s (h < < ntlv buried. 

I must try to escape from here. 

Kaki. 

Wlicre shall you go? 
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Peer Gynt. 

To the sea-coast. 

Kari. 

Peer Gynt. 

Aye, and farther still. [Goes ouL 



ACT IV 


SiKSE I 

{ScKN’K. — A grove of p,thn /fees, on the sonfh-u'esi 
coast of Morocco. A ialle is hptcad under an 

aicning ; rush vuitting underfoot, lunthet hack tn 
the grove hatfifttocks lire hanging. A steam xachi, 
flying the Norxcegian and Amen, afi flags, is Ivtng off 
the shore. A jolly boat is drau n up on the beach. It 
is nearly sundown. Pm r (iYNF, noxo a good looking 
middle-aged man, dres^td in a neat (ra: elhng suit, 
with a pair of gold-mounted eyeglasses danghng on hts 
breast, is presiding at talle as host to Mr Con on, 
MoNsn.UK ICmi.on, Hi rk vo.n lun rkojt and 
Hkrk Tkumpki i r^i r.\ai k. J he party have just 
finished a meal. Pi:r.K (ivNT is passing the wipte.) 

Pi: HR (iV.Nr. 

Drink, gfntlnncn ! If imn is inrant 
P'cjr pl<'.i-ur«‘, 1< i him t.ik«* hn ph a i:r(\ 

The past's thr j>ast what's doiu- i. (haic — 

So \vc arc tainht. W'hat may I yam ? 

I f i: R R r R u M Vh r I H s r R A A I. !•: . 

As host, de ar biothc r (i\nt, you’re sph ndidi 

Pr.i R Hynt. 

The errsHt's just a^ mu< h my purse's. 

My cook’s and steward’s 

Mr. Cotton. 

Vrry^ well, 

Then here’s a health to all the hair I 
105 
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Monsieur Ballon. 

Monsieur, your taste — ^your ton — is such 
As nowadays one seldom meets with 
Amongst men living en gargon — 

A certain je ne sais quoi 

Herr von Eberkopf, 

Quite so; 

A breath, a gleam, of introspection — 
World-citizenship's inspiration ; 

A glance that pierces clouds, that's free 
From any narrow prejudices; 

A glimpse of higher criticism; 

A simple nature coupled with 
A life's experience and thereby 
Uplifted to the highest power. 

I think that's what you meant — eh, Monsieur? 

Monsieur Ballon. 

Yes, very possibly. In French 
It doesn't sound quite so impressive, 

Herr von Eberkopf. 

Of course not. French is somewhat cramped. 
But if we want to trace the source 
Of this phenomenon 

Peer (iYnt. 

That’s easy; 

It's just because I’ve never married. 

Why, gentlemen, the thing's as clear 
As daylight. What’s a man’^ first duty? 

The answer's brief: To be himself — 

To take g(;od care of all that tou( hes 
Himself and what is his. livit how 
Can he do this if his existence 
Is that of a pack-camel laden 
With someone elsc's weal and woe? 



Peer Gynt loj 

Herr von Eberkopf. 

But I dare say you've hati to fiqht 
For this self-ccntrtKi concentration? 

Peer Gvnt. 

Oh yes» Tve had to fi^ht for it. 

But I have always won the hoiu>urs; 

Though once I very n* ailv h ll 
Into a trap, for all inv unniiii^ 

I was a wild, good-looking spark. 

And let my roving tanev < anture 
A girl who was of royal blood 

Monsieur Bali. on. 

Of royal bloo<l ? 

Peek Gvnt (r<ir<7css/\). 

Or very neailv. 

You know 

Herr Trumpetekstraai.k (thumpint^ on the table) 
These dannn <l autocrats! 

Peer Gvnt shoulJers). 

These bogus 1 Iighnrssrs, whose piide 
Is to ke< p off from th< ir esniti hr r)u 
The slighte st sper k oi wliat's pleix lan. 

Mk. ('orioN. 

And so it rame to nrrthing. th< ii ? 

MoNSIEt-R liAI LoN, 

The familv <jj>j>osim 1 the match? 

Peek Gvnt. 

Quite the reverse! 
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Monsieur Ballon. 

Ah! 

Peer Gynt {discreetly). 

Well, you see. 

Things took a turn which made them think 
That it was high time we were married. 

But, to be candid, the affair 

From first to last was most distasteful. 

In certain things Fm very dainty, 

And also like my independence ; 

And when her father came and hinted 
That he would make it a condition 
That I should change my name and status 
And lose my own nobility — 

With lots of similar conditions 
I could not stomach or accept — 

I gracefully retired from it, 

Refused the father's ultimatum. 

And gave my youthful bride her congi, 

[Drions on the table with his fingers, and says 
with a pious air : 

Ah yes, there is a I land that guiiles us. 

And we poor men c an tnjst to that. 

It's very comforting to know it. 

Monsieur Ballos. 

So the affair went by the board? 

Peer Gynt. 

No, it took on another aspect. 

Outsichus meddled in the game 
And raid'd an unexpected pother. 

Tlu‘ yoiingsteih of tlie family 

Were mucli the vvt>r^t. I had to battle 

With seven of them all at once. 

I neva'r shall forget that time, 

Tliough I emerged from it the victor. 
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Some blood was spilt : but still that Mock! 
Scaled my certificate of valour. 

And prove<i what 1 remarkc<! just now — 

That there's a Hand that f^uidcs us wisely. 

Hkrr vom Eberkopk. 

You have an outlook up«>n life 
That proves you a phik)sopher. 

For, wliile an ordinary thinker 

St es everv detail s( parattdv 

.And never c;rasps the whoK* ernnph tt ly, 

Vtnir visit m covtTs all toL^rtlu r. 

You have a univerval standaid 
To measure life with. Vtnir percej>t i( ais. 

Like rays of sunlight, (‘inanatine 
From a great et ntral ('onti inpl.it ion, 

Pi,. roe every' fallat v.-™And \ ft 
You say you had no etiueation? 

Peer (iys r. 

I am, as Fvo alrea«lv told v<»u, 

A st'lf-taueht man m evrr\' w.iv. 

Fve never learnt methtMln allv. 

But I hav(‘ tliou^ht and spet ulattd 
And read a bit (»n i*vt r\' sol)j<M t. 

I was not young w hen 1 1 m gan ; 

And '^o, of < ourse, it wasn’t < <isv 
d'o j>It)Ugh the field of kntiwktlge up 
And dt> the thing at all <om]*let( 1\'. 

Fve learnt mv history’ in s< iaj>^, 

For more than that Fve had no h isme. 

And sint f, wht n < vil da\s as^^ail, 

A man n< eds t eit.iin tilings tt> trust in^ 

I fitfully al>sorbed religion; 

I found that it a^similatt tl 
Much easier if tak< n that way'. 

No use to glut hike’s self with rea^ling^ 

But to select what may’ be us< ful 
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Mr. Cotton. 

Ah, now, that*s practical! 

Peer Gynt. 

Dear friends. 

Just think what my career has been. 

What was I when I first went westwards ? 
Quite penniless and empty-handed. 

I had to work hard for my food — 

No easy job, believe me, often; 

But life, my friends, is always sweet. 

And death, as we all know, is bitter. 

Well! Luck, you see, did not desert me. 

And good old Fate was always kindly. 

Things moved, and I was always careful. 

And so things went from good to better; 

And, ten years after that, they called me 
The Croesus of the Charlestown traders; 

My name was known in every port 

And luck pursued me with my shipping 

Mr. Cotton. 

What was your trade? 

Peer Gynt. 

I trafiirked most 
In negro slaves for Carolina 
And iilols that were sent to China. 

Monsiker Ballon. 

Oh, lie, for shame! 

Herr Trumpeterstraale. 

Friend Gynt, how could you? 

Peer (ivNi. 

You think my enterprise was passing 
Beyond the bounds of what was lawful? 
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I felt the same thing ver\- kei nly; 

I found it hateful in the end. 

But. once bef^un. you may believe me 
*Twas difficult enough to end it. 

In any case, so big a business 
Affected others by the thousand; 

To break it off too suddt nly 
Would have, of course, hcvn most disastrous. 
I never like to break things off ; 

But all the same, I must admit 
Tve always fully been alive 
To what you'd call the ( onsequences ; 

And, wlien Tve overstepped the bounds. 

It's always made me feel uneasy. 

Besides, I wasn't growing younger. 

By that time I was nearly fifty, 

And by degrees my hair was gH‘\’ing ; 

And, though my health was always pi rfect. 
Thoughts such iis this cropped up to plagm* me : 
" Who knows how short the time may be 
Before the (ireat Assize is summoned 
An^l sheep from goats are ‘^eparatid ? " 

What could I do To r<*ase my trade 
With China was imfx)ssible. 

I found a way. I opriu'd up 
A second traihe to those waters; 

And, tlioiigh (‘aeli sjiring I s( nt to ( liina 
Shiploads of idols, evt^ry autumn 
I sent out Missionari(‘s furni-ln d 
With ever\ thmg that could be n< idful 
To work I (jny<*rsi<*n ^1o< king*', luin, 

Bibles and rice 


Mr. (*oi ton. 

All at a pnTit ? 

Plil.R (iV.NT. 

Oh. well, of course. — -The plan work<d w<]l. 
For every idol sold out yf>nd( r 



I 12 


Peer Gynt 

There was a duly baptized coolie. 

So one thing neutralized the other. 

We kept the Missionaries busy, 

Because they had to counteract 
The idols that we were exporting. 

Mr, Cottox. 

But what about the negro traffic? 

Peer Gynt. 

Wliy, there my morals triumphed also. 

I felt the trade was scarcely suited 
To one who^e years were fast inert'asing; 

You never know when death may claim you. 
And then there were the thousand pitfalls 
Dug by our philanthropic friends, 

Besides the chance of being caught 
And daily risks from wind and weather. 

Bv taking thought I found a way. 

“ You'll liave to reef your saiK, friend Peter, 
And see " — so I said to myself — 

'' How you can lust retrieve your error! " 

I bought land in a southern state, 

And held back my last load of niggers 
(Which was of first-class quality) 

And settled them on the plantation. 

Tliey throve apace, grew fat an<l sK t‘k. 

And th(‘V, as well as I, were hai)py. 

Yes, wit i lout bragging I may say 
I treated tliem like any father — 

And the re-^idt was handsome profit. 

I built them schooD, so as to set 
A 'standard of morality 
To be maintained, and saw to it 
That it was kejtt well up to mark. 

And then, to make the change complete. 

Out of the business I retired. 

And soUl, with livestock, as it stood. 

The whole plantation. When I left. 
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To all alike, both youn^ and old, 

A gratis gift of grog was issued, 

And every nigger got a skinful. 

The widows, as an extra gift. 

W ere given snuff. And so I Jio[>c — 

Unless the Word is rner< ly frotli 
Which says one*s deeds are sundy good 
If they are not as siirelv evil — 

That all iny errors are forgot. 

And tliat perhaps in greater measure 
Tlian in most people’s case, my dei'ds 
Will more than balance out my sins, 

Hlrr von Kbi-rkopf (clittki)tg ici/h him). 

How edifying 'tis to h< ar 
A sch(*me of life workt d out so deftly, 

Freed from the fog of tlu'ories 
And undistur])(‘d bv outer ( lamour! 

Phi R (iYNT 

{icho during the foregidng conversation has been 
applying steadily to the buttle). 

We northern men are famous hands 
At ]dannmg a camjMign! riu‘ see ret 
Of life’s succ ess is ver\' simj)l(‘ — 

Mc’rely to k« c {> one’s oar- shut tight 
To thf‘ insidious advances 
Of a pernicious n j>tile. 

Mr. ('oiroN. 

.\ve, 

But what’s tlie rejitihg inv dear fric nd? 

P[ FK Gym. 

A small onc‘, always tempting m< n 

To take irrevocable ste^. [Drinks again, 

A man can vc nture without fear, 

And keep his courage, if he’s caieful 
Not to get definite ly < aught 
In any of life’s cunning pitfalls — 
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If he looks forward, and beyond 
The present moment and its chances. 

And always carefully preserves 
A bridge behind him to retire on. 

That theory has held me up 

And always coloured all my conduct — 

A theory I inherited 

And learnt at home from early childhood. 

Monsieur Ballon. 

You're a Norwegian, I believe? 

Peer Gynt. 

By birth, yes; but by dispo^^ition 
I am a citizen of the world. 

For the good fortune I've enjoyed, 

I have to thank America; 

My well-stocked library I owe 
To Germany's advanced young thinkers; 

From France I get my taste in dress. 

My manners, and whatever turn 
I have for subtleness of mind; 

England has taught me industry 
And care for my own interests; 

The Jews have taught me liow to wait; 

From Italy I’w caught a dash 
Of taste for ciolc<f far nicyite \ 

And once, when in a sorry fix, 

I reached the goal of my de sire 
By trusting to good Swedish sti cl. 

Herr Trumpeters iraale {lifting his glass). 
Ah, Swedish steel — ! 

Herr von Eberkope. 

Yes, first and foremost 
We offer homage to the man 
Who is a swordsman. 

{They clink glasses and drink uith Peer Gynt 
who is beginning to get heated with wine. 
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Mr. Cotton. 

All you've said 

Is excellent ; but now. sir, pray 
Tell us what you propose to do 
With all your weiUth. 

Peer Gynt (smiling). 

Do with it, eh ? 

All (draic ing nearer to him). 
Yes, let us hear! 

Peer Gynt. 

Well, first of all, 

To travel; and that's why, you see, 

I took you all on lx)ard luy yac lit 
As company. I had a mind 
To have a choir to worship at 
My Altar of the Golden Calf 

Herr von Eberkopf. 

How witty! 

Mr. Cot ion. 

Yes. but no on<! sails 
For the mere pleasure of a 
You have an object, without douljt; 
What is it ? 

Peer Gynt. 

To be Emjx*ror* 

All. • 

WTat I 

Peer Gynt (nodding his head). 

To be Emperor. 
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All. 

But where? 

Peer Gynt. 

Of the wliole world. 

Monsieur Ballon. 

But how, my friend — ? 

Peer Gynt. 

Just simply by the power of f;oldI 
It*s not a new idea at all; 

It has inspired my every effort. 

In boyish dreams I used to travel 
Over the sea upon a cloud ; 

I tried to soar to fancied grandeurs, 

And then dropped down on to all-fours; 
But to its goal my mind was constant. 
Somewhere — I can't remember where — 

It says that if a man shall win 

The whole wide world, but lose himself. 

All that he gains is onlv like 
A wreath upon an empty skull. 

That's what it says — or something like it — 
And, trust me, it is pretty true. 

Herr von Ebkrkopf. 

But what, then, is the Gyntian Self? 

Peer Gynt. 

The world which lies within my brain; 
Which makes me me, and no oiu' el>e— 

Ko more than God can be the Devil. 

H ERR T rum pete rstr a a r,E . 

Now' I can see at what you’re driving 1 

Monsieur Ballon. 

Sublime philosopher I 
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Herr von Eberkopf. 

Great poet ! 

Peer Gynt {with growing exaltation). 

The Gyntian Self! — An army, that. 

Of wishes, appetites, desires! 

The Gyntian Self! It is a sea 
Of fancies, claims and aspirations; 

In fact, it*s all that swells witliin 
My breast, and makes it come about 
That I am I and live as such. 

But, just as our Good Lord had nei cl 
Of earthly mould to be earth's God, 

So I have need of lots of gold 
If I'm to \ye an Empi ror. 

Monsikur Ballon. 

But you arc rich I 

Peer Gynt. 

Not rich i*n(Migh. 
Enough, perhaps, for me to ]>ose 
For two or three davs as a princeling 
In .some such j^lace as Lij>pe-1 )c‘tnn)Id ; 
Ihit I must be myself -complete — 

A Gynt fit for the universe — 

Sir Peter Gynt from head to heeh,! 

Monsieur Ballon {in transports ). 

To purchase all tlu* lovelit st things 
The world can olfer! 

Herr von Eberkopf. 

All the bins 

Of century-old Joliannisixrrger ! 

Herr Trumpeterstraale. 

Tlie armoury of Charles the T\n^ Ifth! 

747 


1 
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Mr. Cotton. 

But, before all, to seize the chance 
Of profitable business. 

Peer Gynt. 

Well, 

Pve found a way to get them all. 

And that is why we*re anchored here; 
To-night our course will be to northward. 

The newspapers Pve just received 
Have brought me some important news. 

[Rises and lifts his glass. 
It shows that fortune always favours 
Those who have confidence to grasp it 

All. 

Well? Tell us— ! 

Peer Gynt. 

Greece is in an uproar. 

All {springing to their feet). 

What, have the Greeks — ? 

Peer Gynt. 

They have revolted. 

All. 

Hurrah I 

Peer Gynt. 

And Turkey’s in a hole. 

Monsieur Ballon. 

To Greece I The way to glor\^’s open! 
ril help them with my sword of France! 

Herr von Eberkopf. 

I with my voice — but at a distance! 
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Mr. Cotto.v. 

I’ll get a contract to supply them! 

Herr Trumpeterstraale. 

Let us away! I'll find at Bender' 

Charles the Twelfth’s famous spur-buckles I 

Monsieur Ballon 
[falling on Peer Gvnt’s neck). 

Forgive me, friend, if for a moment 
I had misjudged you! 

Herr von Kberkopf 
[grasping Peek Gynt by the hand). 

I’m a fool I 

I almost took you for a ‘^roundrell 
Mr. CorioN. 

That’s much too strong — say, rather, for 
A simpleton 

Herr Trumpelersiraale 

[embracing PiiER Gym). 

And I, dear frii iid. 

Had put you down an e.\ain)>Ir 
Of the worst type of Vankt e ra-call 
Forgive me ! 

Herr von Kberkopf. 

We were all mistaken 

• A town in Bessarabia, on the Dri»ej>trr, where Charlet 
XIE spent his years of exile after his defeat at Ihjitawa in 
1709. The allusion to the sf>ur'bucklcs is explained ax 
referring to the spurs with which Charles XII. is said in a 
fit of anger to have torn the garments of the I urkish emissary 
who brought him the new's that the Sultan had concluded 
a truce with Russia. 
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Peer Gynt. 

Wliat do you mean ? 

Herr von Eberkopf. 

We now can glimpse 
The banners of the Gyntian army 
Of wishes, appetites, desires — ! 

Monsieur Ballon {admiriyigly). 

Tliat^s what you meant by being a Gynt ”1 

Herr von I!,herkopf {in the same tone), 

A Gynt that’s worthy of all honour 1 

Peer (iVnt. 

But tell me — ? 

MonsiI’UR Ballon. 

I)(»n’t you understand? 

Pi:rR (lYNT. 

I’m hang('d if I (:an take* \'our mt aning. 
Monsieur Ballon. 

Wdiv, aren’t von going to help the Greeks 
Wall mone\' and witli ship^? 

I * I-: !•: K ( I Y N r ( u h istli ;/g) . 

No, thank you I 

I’m going to ln'lp the -tmnger -ide. 

And lend iny money to the Tuiks. 

Monsieur Ballon. 

Imix>ssiblo 1 
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Herr von Eberkopf. 

That's very funny! — 

But you of cour<e must liave \'our ji’^ke! 

[Peer Gynt is silent for u fpionient, then lettns on 
a chair and assapftes api atr of importance. 

Peer (iYnt. 

G< ntlomen, \vc had Indlt r part 
Brfore the last rc‘inains of frit luUlnp 
I>isst)lvi* likt‘ wreathe of Mnt»kt*. l‘lu‘ man 
lui^n't anvthinr; may 
Take an\' cliaiut '^, tho'^t* wlio'-e all 
Is no mon* tlian tlu* -t iaj^ of ( artli 
They stand on, are the titte'^t far 
I'or ‘'aenlice and < anin *11 dodder. 

I^ut \sli< n a man*'- \v< 11 tdf, as I am, 

He risk.s a {greater ^takt^ than (h< \\ 

Pray i<o t<» (ireeet*. I’ll lan<i \ou tie 
Anti furnish \'ou with weapon^ ,eratj'>; 

Tile more you fan the ll.imes of strife, 

Tht‘ better it will l)(' ftu' me. 

Stnk<‘ hard for hietdom an<i the l\i ;htl 
Attaek the I'nik^ and /.^ive tin m h< 11; 

And meet a eloiious eial uj)on 
A janissaiA 's -jx ar-pomt . - Jhit, 
hhxcuse m*‘ if I don’t eona* with \on. 

[ N/a/n' /n's' puckeis. 
I'yt' nioinw' in my p<M ktds, and 
I am Myself Sir Pet< r (i\nt. 

[ihi/.s up his umbrella and i^^fes into the ^r^ve 
ulvere the hanimot hs are han un:^ 

Herr Tkumpe i ersi r \ai e. 

The swiiit* ! 

Mon s I E u R B A E EON . 

He has no s( nse of lionoiirl 
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Mr. Cotton. 

Ob, honour — let that pass. But think 
What splendid profits we could make 
If only Greece could free herself 

Monsieur Ballon. 

I saw myself acclaimed a victor 
By crowds of lovely Grecian women! 

Herr Trumpeterstraale. 

I felt those famous buckles safe 
Within my Swedish grasp! 

Herr von Eberkopf. 

I saw 

My glorious fatherland’s Kultur 
Spread widely over land and sea 

Mr. Cotton. 

The actual loss is worst of all. 

Goddam 1 ^ — I feel inclined to cr^' 1 
I saw myself proprietor 
Of Mount Olympus, which contains 
(Unless what men have said is fals(') 

Rich veins of coppt^r to be worked; 

And the renownt'd Castalian stream — 

Its manv waterfalls wi)uld yi(‘ld 
A thousand horse-|H)wer, easily ! 

H ERR T R U M PETi: R ST R A A LE. 

I " hall go, all the same! Mv ^word 
Is worth more, still, than Yankee gold. 

Mr. ('oiroN. 

Perhaps; but, fighting in tlie ranks. 

We should Ix^ merely swamped by numbers. 
What profit should we get from that ? 

* So in the orii^inal. 
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Monsieur Ballon. 

Curse it! So near the heii^hts of fortune — 
And then to be dashed down a^^ain. 

Mr. Cotton {shakini^ /its fist at t/ie yac/U). 

To think that all thi^ nabob’s gold 
That he has sweated from his niggers 
Is in that ship! 

Herr von 1£berkopf. 

An inspiration! 

Come on, and let us act! lli^ empire 
Shall come to notliing now! Hun ah I 

Monsieur Ballon. 

What w ill you do ? 

Herr von ICnERK<^rF. 

I'll his jH)\ver! 

The crew' will easily be bought. 

On board! I’ll commandeer his yachti 

Mr. Cottcjn. 

You’ll— what ? 

Herr von Eberkopf. 

I moan ti) bag tln' lot. 

[Goes towards the jolly-boat, 

Mr. Cotton. 

It’s rh'arly to my interest 

To shan* w ith you. [Follows him. 

Herr TRU.MPErERSTRAALE. 

riiere goe-* a s( amp! 

Monsieur Ballon, 

A projHT scoundrel ! But -enfin ^ 

[lu/llows the others. 
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Herr Trumpeterstraale. 

Well, I suppose I may as well 
Go with them — ^under protest, though! 

[Follows. 


Scene II 

(Scene. — Another part of the coast. Moonlight and 
passing clouds. Out at sea the yacht is seen steaming 
at full speed. Pfcer Gynt is running along the shore, 
now pinching himself in the arm, now staring out to 
sea.) 

Peer Gynt. 

It's nightmare! — Illusion! — I soon shall wake up! 

It's heading to sea! And at top of its speed ! 

It's a dream, and Pm sleeping I Pm drunk or Pm mad I 

[Wrings his hands. 

It’s impossible that I should perish like this! 

[Tears his hair. 

It’s a dream! It must be — it shall be — a dream! 

It’s terribh’! Ah, but alas it is true! 

Mv scoundrelly friends — ! Oh, hear me, Good Lord! 
You are Wisdom and Justice — oh, punish them. Lord! 

[Strelches up his arms. 

It is I — Peter Gynt! Do look after me, Lord! 

Fake care of m<% Father, or (Ise I shall die! 

Make them shu ken the ( iigint's — or cast off the gig! 
Stop the robbers! Make sonu thing go wrong with 
the works! 

Do listen! Ltave other folk’s matters alomd 
The world will look aft<T itself while You do. — 

He’s not listening. Ho is as deaf as a [K:)'>t! 

It's too much! A God that can’t think what to do! 

[Beckons up to the sky. 

I say I I’ve dL{X)sed of my negro plantation. 

And sent heaps of mi'ssionaries out to Asia. 



Peer Gynt 125 

Don’t You think that one good turn’s deserxing 
another? 

Oh, help me to get on the ship — ! 

[A sudden glare rises into the sky from the yacht, 
followed by a thick cloud of smoke, A dull 
explosion is heard, Pekr (ivNT utters a 
shriek and sinks doitn on the sami. The 
smoke gradually disperses and the yacht is 
seen to have disappeared. Peer Gynt looks 
up, with a pale face, aftd says in a low voice : 

’Twas a judgment I 

Slink with all hands in a moment of time! 

All thanks to the chances of fortune. [L'motionally, 

No, no I 

There was more than the chances of fortum* in this, 
That I should be saved while the n of them peri^li. 
Thanks be to Thee who hast been mv protta tor 
And kept an eye on me in spite of mv failings! 

[Takes a deep breath. 

What a wonderful feeling of safety and ('omfort 
It gives you to know that you're specially guardtHl! 
l^ut where shall I find meat and drink in tlie d<‘sert? 
I don't know, I'm sure. Hut He will understand. 

It can't be so dangerou'^. — 

[In a loud and insinuating voice, 
1I<' will not suffer 
Such a poor little sparrow as I am to pt iishl 
I must humble mv^elf — .and allow Him some time. 
The Lord will provide; I must not be d(nvnh«‘aTt<‘d. — 
[Springs to his feet with a cry of terror. 
Did I hear a lion? That giowl in the niches 

[His teeth chatter. 

No, it was no lion. [Pulls himself together. 

Pm certain it was! 

Tho'-e creatuH's, of ( oursc, know to k< < p at a distance; 
They dan* not take bites at a lord of creation. 

They have instinct, of course; it's by instinct they 
fe(‘l 

That an elephant's not a safe thing to attack. — 

All the same, I wall sec if 1 can't find a tree. 
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Ah, there I see palms and acacias waving, 

If I climb one of them, I'll get safety and shelter — 

Especially if I can only remember 

Some psalms to repeat. — [Climbs up a tree, 

'' Lo, morning and evening 
Arc different things ** — that's a verse tliat is often 
Discussed and examined. [Settles himself in the tree. 

How ])leasant it is 
To feel that one's soul is so nobly uplifted ! 

Thoughts that ennoble are w'orth more than riches, 
ril tnist myself to Him. He knows just how far 
I am able to drink of the cup of afflh tion. 

He tak(‘s a most fatherly interest in imt— 

[Looks out over the sea, and whispers with a sigh: 
But He’s not what you'd call economical over it! 


Scene III 

(Scene. — A Moroccan camp on the edge of the desert, 
at night. Warriors are resting by a watch-fire.) 

A Slave {running in and tearing his hair). 

Gone is the Emperor's white charger I 

Another Slave 

{running in and rending his garments). 

The Emperor's sacred garb is stolen! 

A Chief of the Wakrh)RS {coming in). 

A hundred strokes of the bastinado 
To all of you, if the thieves escape! 

[The Warriors spring on to their steeds and 
gallop off in all directions. 
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Scene IV 

(Scene. — A clump of palm-trees and acacias. It is 
'ait^ft. Peer Gynt, in a tree, is tryini; to defend him- 
elf xidth a broken-off branch a-^ainst a sxcarm of Apes,) 

Peer (iYnt. 

Ve spent an extremely uncomfortable ni^^lit. 

[U\is about him. 

s that them a,i»ain ? The infc*mal ereatiin 
'hey’re throwinj^ clown fruit. No. it's some tliin/i; e Kc. 
Ipes are the most clis^ustmu; beasts! 
t is written that one must watch and flight : 

5ut I can't do it — Pm wc'aric'd out. 

[Is disturbed a^axn. Speaks impatiently, 
must make* an end of all this discomfort 
'ry and ^et hold of one of these creatures^ 
lant^ him and flav lum and dre^ss myself up 
•rom head to foot in his shaeev hide*; 

'hen the others will think I am one of the m. — 

Ve men are but notliin^,', afte r all. 

ind must bow te) the force* of ciK umstane e — 

mother lot! \Vh\', they swarm like* fli«*s! 

Lway with you! Shoo! The v ae t like- m.elinrn. 
f (»nly I eeadd j^et a fabc* tail 

)r some-thint; to make me- look like- a !>< 

Vhat’s that up there- above- mv lu-ad ? [I.ooks up. 
in old ejne- ™his ])a\vs c hoc k-full of filth! 

[Crouches do-uH nern/udy and keeps still for a 
little. I he Ape makes a movement; Peer 
biYsr tries to coax him, as one xcould a dog. 
lullo, e)ld man! Is that you U]) there ? 
fe's a ^ood chap, if you sjx-ak to him kinelly. 
le won’t throw thin^^s down will he-? No! 
t's I! Good cloc; ! We ’re the Ix-st of frie nds. 

^'uff, w iiff ! Do you he ar, I e an sjx-ak your lan^^uaf^e? 
)ld man and I arc as ^oexi as c<»usins! 

^'ould he like a nice big bit of sugar — ? 
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The dirty beast! He's thrown the lot 
All over me! Disgusting brute! — 

Or was it food, perhaps? Its taste 
Was unfamiliar, certainly. 

But taste is mostly a thing of habit. 

What is it that some philosopher 
Has said: You must just spit, and trust 
To force of habit. — ^Here's the crowd 
Of youngsters now ! [//i^s about him. 

This is too much I 
That man, who's his Creator's image, 

Should have to suffer. — Murder! Help! 

The old one's foul, but the youngsters fouler I 


Scene V 

(Scene. — A rocky spot overlooking the desert. It is 
early morning. On one side, a ravine with the entrance 
to a cave. A Thief and a Receiver of Stolen 
Goods arc standing in the ravine, with the Emperor's 
charger and robe. The charger, richly caparisoned, 
is tied to a rock. Horsemen are seen in the distance.) 

Thief. 

Spear-points, gleaming 

In the sunsliinc! 

Sec! see! 

Receiver. 

I hear them galloping 

Over the sand I 

Woe! Woe! 

Thief {folding his arms on his breast). 

My father thieved; 

His son must steal. 

Receiver. 

My father received; 

And so must I. 
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Thief. 

We must bear our lot. 

And be ourselves. 

Receiver (lisicftiftg). 

Footsteps in the thicket! 

Away! But where? 

Thief. 

The cave deep 
And the Proplu't great! 

[They fly, leai ifti: the stolen goods bchiful them. 
The Hohsi-mj N disappear in the distance. 
Peer Gyni' contes in, uhittling a reed. 

Pi er CiY\r. 

Realiv a mo'^t enchanting inoining! 

The Ix'etles are busy ;it work in tin* sand; 

Out cd their siu !!> the snails aie pei ping. 

Morning! Ah, nmining's worth nion^ than g»)ld! 

It’s stiangi* what a very I'einai ka}»le jMAser 

Then' is in davhght. In its ]>« ains 

You fet l so safe -\ our eomag<* waxes — 

You're ready t<> fight wild l)ulls, if nee<l be. 

W'hat sill IK e around nu ’ TIk sr ruial joys-— . 

It’s strange tiiat I ik vt i appnuattd 

things nuK li till now. To think 
That men live coop< d U]> in gn at < itit s, 

Just ii) be |H*ster( (I and j»lagued by j>et)j)le. 

Look at th(»sr lizards, bustling about 
Fnjoving the air and thinking of nothing. 

What innocenct* in the life of Ixasts! 

They jx^rform the lx best of their gn at Creator, 

Their charat ter stainp<'d ind< hbly on th< m; 

They are themselves, whether playing or fighting — 
Themselves, as they were when lie first said " Be." 

[Puts on his eye glasses. 
A toad — looking out of a piece of sandstone. 

Only his head peeping out of his chamber. 
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He sits, as if looking out of a window 
At the world; to himself he is — enough, 

[Thoughtfully. 

Enough? Where have I read that before? 

Most probably in the Great Book I read 

As a boy. Or perhaps it was in the Prayer-book ? 

Or else set down in Solomon’s Proverbs ? 

Dear me — I notice, as years go on, 

I cannot remember times and places 
As once I used. [Sits down in the shade, 

Here’s a spot that’s cool ; 

I’ll sit and rest my bones awhile. 

Ah, here are ferns — one can eat the roots. 

[Tastes one. 

It’s really food for beasts; but then 

The Book says we must subdue our natures. 

And, further, that pride must be abased. 

'’Who humblcth himself, shall be exalted.” [Uneasily, 
Exalted ? Of course that will happen to me — 

The contrary’s quite unthinkable. 

Fate surely will help me away from here 
And set my feet on the road to fortune. 

This is but a test ; if the Lord will grant me 
Strength to endure, I’ll be rescuctl later. 

[Shakes off such thoughts, lights a cigar, stretches 
himself out and gazes over the desert. 

What an enormous, boundless waste! — 

Far off, there, I can sec an ostrich. — 

It is hard to perceive the Almighty’s purpose 
In all this dead and empty desert, 

Where there is notliing that is life-giving; 

A bumt-up waste that profits no oiu*, 

This bit of the world that’s for ever sterile; 

A corpse that never, sinc-e it %sas shaped. 

Has brought its Creator anything — 

Not even thanks. Why was it made? 

Nature is ever extravagant. — 

Is that the sea that glitters yonder. 

Away in the east ? No — only mirage. 

The sea’s to the west, w'here, like a dam. 
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Sandhills protect the desert from it. 

[An idea strikes him, 

A dam! Then I mif^ht — I Tlio hills are low. 
Adam! Then a cutting — a canal — 

And thrfaigh the gap the rushing waters 
Would fill the dt^sert with a life-flood, 

And all this empty burnt-up grave 
Become a fresh and rippling ocean 1 
Islands would show in it where now 
There are oases; to the north. 

Atlas would fringt‘ the ^jnire with verdure; 

And to the soiitlt. like In eilless binK. 

White sails w'onld '>kim along, W')u‘re now 
The caravans j>1(kI painfuHv; 

A lively breeze would dis^i pate 
'Fhis stuffy air, and from the chnids 
A gentle dew wouM fall. In time 
I'own after town wouKl b<" e^tab!ivh«‘d, 

And grass grow* round tin* swaying )».ilm-trees. 
Thi* country Ix yond the Saliaia’s edge, 

Aw'ay in the south, woiihl lx < ome a land 
Of busy trade and seamen’^ vt iiture-. 

Steam should drive w^firks m Tombuktu, 

New colonies ari^e in Ik)rnu, 

An<l the explorer should lx- carri< <1 
Safe in his waggon through the Kind 
Of Halxs ^ to the Up|M'r Nilc‘. 

Tln ri in the middh* of mv sea, 

On the most fertile, rich oasis, 
ril settle Norsemen — for the blood 
Of dalesmen is th(‘ nearest thing 
To that of royalty ; a cross 
With Arab blocxl will do the n*st. 

And on a cape with sloping shore 
ril build Pe< rojx)lis, the raj)ital! 

The old world's <uit of date; and now 
It is the turn of (ivntiana,* 

* The Arabic name for Abyssinia. 

•The Norwcjfian violinist C)lc Hull h.aU founded, with 
disastrous financial results, a Norwegian colony of " Olrana" 
in America on the mcxlcl approved by the French Socialists. 
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My new-born land ! {Springs up. 

I only need 

Some capital, and the thing is done— 

A golden key, and the ocean’s gate 
Is open ! A crusade ’gainst death ! 

That grisly miser shall disgorge 
The hidden treasure that he’s hoarding. 

There is a world-wide wish for freedom. 

Like Noah’s donkey in the Ark, 

I’ll bray my message to the world; 

Liberty’s baptism I will pour 
Over these prisoned shores, till they 
Grow lovely in their freedom ! — Forward ! 

In east or west I’ll have to seek 

The money for the work! My kingdom — 

Or half my kingdom — for a horse ! 

{The horse in the ravine neighs. 
A horse! And robes! And ornaments! 

And weapons ! {Goes nearer. 

It’s impossible — 

And yet it’s true! — I know I’ve read 
Somewhere that faith can move a mountain. 

But never thought that it could bring 
A horse! I must be dreaming — No, 

It is a fact — there stands the horse! 

Ab esse ad posse, etcetera. — 

{Puts on the robe and looks himself over. 
Sir Peter — and Turk from head to foot! 

Well, truly one can never tell 
Wliat’s going to hapjx'n to one! Come up, 
Grane, my steed! {Climbs into the saddle. 

Gold stirnips, too! 

Great folk are known by the steeds they ride! 

{Gallops away across the desert. 
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Scene VI 

(Scene. — The tent of an Arab Chieftain, on an oasis. 
Peer Gynt, m his oriental robes, is taking his ease 
on a divan, drinking coffee and smoking a long pipe, 
Anitra and a troup o/ GjIRLS are dancing attJ singing 
to him,) 


Chorus of Girls. 

The Pro]>het is come ! 

The Prophet, tlie Lord, the All -Wise One, 
To us, to us he has come, 

Kidini^ over the sea of sand ! 

The Pro])liet, the Lr>rd, th<‘ Infallible, 

To US, to us he has <‘oine, 

Sailim: over the sea of sand! 

Blow flute! Sound drum! 

'I'he Proplu t, the Prophet is cornel 

Anitra. 

His charter is whito as milk 
In the streams of Paratli'-e! 

I^( nd the knee! low I 

Ills eves an* stars that fla^h 
And ^'et an* full <>f love. 

No earth-lx»rn evi^s tan mei t 
The flashini< of those stars! 

Acn>ss the desert he came, 

Dt rkid with ^oM and jxarh. 

Where he rod<‘ it was li^ht ; 

B< hind him all was dark, 

Droucdit and the drea<l simoom. 

The Slif^hty On<‘ has cornel 
Ov( r the de^^ert he came-. 

Clothed in mortal shajx*. 

Kaaba is emptv now! 

Himself has told us so. 

,^747 



^34 


Peer Gynt 

Chorus of Girls. 

Blow flute! Sound drum! 

The Prophet, the Prophet is come! 

{The girls dance to soft music. 

Peer Gynt. 

1 have read in a book, and the saying’s true. 

That no man's a prophet in his own country. — 

Thi^> life’s a deal more to my liking 

Tlian that which I led as a Charlestown trader. 

There was something false about it all. 

Something foreign to mt*, and shady; 

I never could feel myself at home, 

Or feel I had chosen the right prof(‘ssion, 

Qu*allais-je faire dans cette galere, 

Gnibbing about with business matters? 

I can't understand it, the more I try — 

It simply happened, and that is all. 

To climb up the world on money-bags 
Is just like building a house on san<l. 

If you wear rings and a watch and so forth. 

Peoples will curtsey and bow to you, 

Take off their liats if you wear a breast-pin; 

But tlie rings and the pin are not yourst If. 

Now a Prophet — he has a definite status; 

You know exactly where you’re standing, 

If a man salutes you, it’s ioi yourself , 

And not Ix^cause of your jxiunds ami shillings. 

You are wliat you are, without pret('ncc. 

Ow uig nothing to chanc<' or accident, 

Independent of patents or concessions. 

A Prophet — ^yes, that’s the life for me. 

And it happi ned so unex|xjctedly— 

Simply from riding across the desert 
And coming uptm these children of nature. 

The Prophet had come; it wa^ clear to them. 

But indeed it was not my design to deceive them — 
An oflicial reply from a Prophet is one thing. 

And a lie quite iuiother; in any case, too, 
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I can al\va>'s retire from niy present position. 

Tin in no way bound; so it's not so bad. 

It's all, so to speak, like a private arrangement. 

I can go as I came; my steed’s standing ready; 

In short, I am master of the situation. 

Anitra (at the door of the tent). 

Prophet and Master! 

Pi:i:r Gv.nt. 

What is it, inv slave? 

Anitra. 

At the door of the tent >taiul sons of the desert. 
Craving to look on the face t»f the Prophet 

Pki K (iVNT. 

Stop! You ran tell them they nuist keep their 
distance ; 

I will receive their petition'^ at a dioame. 

T(‘1I tlu in no man may set hl^ f(H>t within lu'nd 
Menfolk, my < hild, ate but a s<^l of v.eoundrels — 
They are. in fact, a filthy h^t <>f ra^f ab. 

You, rnv Anitra, < annot w< 11 imagine 
With uhat ban fac( d im|>eitm‘ me they cheat one — 
il'm! — 1 should sav, how grR vously they sin. Now, 
No iiKue of that! Ct>mtg <lam e for me, inv childitn! 

I would forget thes< thoughts that make me angiy. 

Thk Girls (as they dame). 

The Propliet is go<xl! lli> leait is dntn^ssfxi 
l*'or tlie sins that tin* sons of faith hav<^ ( ommitted. 
The pHijdiet is kiml! All i>raise to Ins kindmss 
Which leads sui h j>oor sinm is tf> Paradne! 

Pekr Gynt 

(whose eyes have fdlowed Anitra through the dance). 

Ib r legs flit al>out like nimble drumsticks I 
She’s really a ta>ty morsel, the baggage! 
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It’s true her figure’s pronounced in some ways — 
Not quite in accord with the standards of beauty; 
But what is beauty ? A mere convention, 

A currency coined for a special purpose. 

And it's just these extravagances that tickle 
A palate that’s sated with what is normal. 

In marriage there's always something wanting; 
She’s either too fat or else too scragg}% 

Annoyingly young or alarmingly ancient ; 

And if she’s between the two, she’s insipid. — 

Her feet, it is true, might well be cleaner. 

Also her arms — especially that one. 

But, after all, that's nothing to matter; 

One might rather rail it a qualification. — 

Anitra, come here! 

Anitra. 

Thy slave, my Master 1 
Pekr Gynt. 

You attract me, child 1 The Prophet is moved. 

If you don’t believe me, I’ll prove it to you — 
ril make you a Ilouri in Paradise 1 

Anitra. 

Impossible, Master! 

Peer Gynt. 

You don’t believe me? 

As I am alive, I’m in real earnest I 

Anitra. 

But Pve no soull 


Peer Gynt. 

Then you shall have onef 
Anitra. 

How shall I, Master? 
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Peer Gynt. 

That's iny affair. 

I shall look after your educatitm. 

No soul? It’s tnie you are pretty stupid; 

I've noticed that fact with some rcf^ret; 

But there's room enoutih in you for a soul. 

Come here! Let me rnea'-ure vuur head. Oh, yes, 
There’s plenty of room, a'^ I kni‘W tliere was. 

True enout^h, vou’ll nevt*r Ik* anvthin^^ much; 

A great soul will be quiti* Ix yoiid you. 

But, ]>shaw! it reallv doe>n’t matter; 

You’ll have enoUf.;h to preva nt your fet lin^ 
Ashamed of it 


Anitr \. 

My Lord is km(L — — 
Pri.K Gysr. 

You’re hesitating? What is the mattei ? 
Amtra. 

I’d rather liave 


Peer ('»vnt. 

Spi ak out, at oiKa* I 

Amtra. 

I don’t rare so mur h ai)out having a soul; 
I’d rather liave — - — 


PJ'KR (iVNT. 

What ? 

Amtra (pointing to his ttirban). 

That lovely opal ! 
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Peer Gynt {in raptures, as he hands her the jewel), 

Anitra, you're one of Eve's true daughters! 
Your charm attracts me — for I'm a man; 

And, as a noted writer puts it: 

Das ewig weibliche ziehet uns an*' 


Scene VII 

(Scene, — A grove of palm-trees outside tent. 

The moon is shining. Peer Gynt, with an Arabian 
lute in his hands, is sitting under a tree. His beard and 
hair have been trimmed, which makes him look con- 
siderably younger.) 

Peek Gynt (j>lays and sings), 

I locked the gate of Paradise 
And took away the k<'y. 

My bark afar the north wind bore. 

While lovely women on the shore 
Were wee[)ing there for me. 

Southward I sailed tlie salty depths 
Before the die was cast; 

Where palms were waving proud and free 
Around an inlet of the sea, 

I burned my ship at last. 

A desert-ship 1 inount('d then — 

A four-legged ship, I trow — 

To bear me o'er the di se rt dark. 

I am a bird of passage! Hark! 

I'm twitteiing on a lK)ugh! 

Anitra, thou art like the wine 
Of palm-trees, sparkling clear! 

Ang<»ra-goats’-inilk cheese is good, 

H\it it's not half so sweet a fotnl 
As thou, Anitra de ar! 

[Slings the lute over his shoulder and approaches 
the tent. 
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All is silent ! Now I wonder 
If she liearcl iny little sont^;? 

Is she there In iiind th*‘ curtain, 

Pt eping out with nothing <jn ? 

What's that soun<l ? It\ like a lx)ttle 
Someone is uncorkiiii;! — ^'Fhere! 

There a^ain I lu aiti it !- — Is it 
Sit^hs of love? — a lover’s son^? — 

No, it*s clcMiiy S(>nie<»ne snonng. 

1.4 >v<'l V sound 1 Anit ra sK < ps ! 
NiKhtinL;ah's^ de'-i^t from -inLiin^I 
You shall "iilft r if yoti tiau- 
W ith your ^illv cluck an<l fjurf^le — . 

Oh, wt‘11, aftt r all — sii^: <*n! 

Kverv ni^htin^’ah 's a st^nj^ster, 

Ju st as I am on<‘ niv^t If , 

W’ith tlu ir not<^s, hk(* me, thev < a[>ture 
T< ndcr, delit ati* \-oiint; lu arts. 

Night's ('ool hour*- are nuant fi^r sin^in^' 
Sin.eim^ is our comiiam vphi n*; 

Sinicin, i: is the art of 

Us -Peer Ciynt and ni.L:htin.i:al<*. 

And to hear Anitia sh-ej»in^ 

0 tlu* topmost hliNs of l4)Ve; 

It’-' like liftiiu; up a f^<d)li‘t 

'r4) the lips, but drinking nan^d»t. — 

Oh, but here she r4)in4 ’ W'l 11. r* ally". 
After all that is the bt-’t. 

A VI I RA {iii her tent diH>r), 

Did I liear my Ma i* r «alJirn;? 

Pkkk O^ni. 

Yes, my dear, the Pre^jda t < alh'd. 

1 was vvak< n«*d by a hubbub; 

Cats w< i< fudit in^ all arounci 

Am rRA. 

Ah, th* y w» r<‘ nrd fi^litinR, Master. 

It was somethinf' w<irs<‘ than that. 
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Peer Gynt. 

What was it ? 

Anitra. 

Oh, spare me! 

Peer Gynt. 

Tell me I 

Anitra. 

I am blushing! 

Peer Gynt (going close to her). 

Do you mean 
The emotion I was feeling 
When you had my opal, clear? 

Anitra (horrified). 

Don’t compare yourself, great Master, 
To an old disgusting cat ! 

Pj:er Gynt. 

Child — considered just as lovers. 

The re’s pc?rhaps not iniirh to c'hoose 
’Twixt a tom-cat and a Prophet. 

Anitra. 

Honeyed jests, great Master, fall 
I'roin your lips. 


Peer Gynt. 

Mv little friend, 

You, like otl\er girls, pass judgment 
Solely bv' a great man’s looks. 

I am really very playful — 

Kspec ially when teie-a~ti'te. 

My |>osilion makes it m edful 
For me to put on a mask 
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Of most serious behaviour; 

I'm constrained by daily duties. 

And the nature of the bu'-iness 
Relative to my great offu e. 

To assume a weighty manner. 

And at times may seem to others 
Too prophetically abrupt ; 

Rut 'tis all upon the >uiface. — 

Away with all that lM>^h! In private 
I am Peer — that’s who I am. 

('ome, now, I will tlrop the Pn)phet : 

You sliall know my very si H! 

[Sits (iou n under a tree and draus ANiriv’\ closer 
to him. 

Come, Anitra, let us daU\- 
Underne ath tliis waving j>.ilml 
You '>]iall smile and I shall wlii'^ivT 
Notliings in your ear; an<i tin n 
We'll revel tlie parts we're playing. 

Your sweet lips shall whisper K>ve 
In my ear while I sit smiling! 

A N I I'K \ at hi S' feet ) . 

All you sa\' is sw« i t as musi« , 

Th oiigh I <l«»n't tpiito unde rstand. 

Tt 11 me, Master, ( an vour daught<*r 
Get a soul bv list* ning? 

Pm.k (iVNr. 

Pn sentlv \«)U shall be (lowered 
With that light of life ~a s(»ul; 

Win n uf^ai the rosy |KiitaIs 

Of the dawn we in gt»ld 

I am ilavbreak " r h ailv writt< n, — 

Then it will be time Plough 
Tf> Ix gin Vour erlueatiori. 

But for me t() play schoolmaster, 

An<i to wastf* this lovs ly night 
Trying to colh ct togf ther 
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Weatherbeaten bits of lore, 

Would be stupid altogether. 

Even if I wanted to. 

And, besides, considered rightly. 

Souls are not the chiefest things 
In our lives; it's hearts that matter, 

Anitra. 

Speak on, Master! When you speak, 
It*s like opals flashing fire. 

Peer Gynt. 

Too much cleverness is folly; 

And the fruit of cowardice 
Pushed too far, is cruelty. 

Taith, if it*s exaggerated. 

Is no more than wisdom's self 
Turned hind-foremost. — Yes, my child, 
You may take my word for it. 

There are people in the world 
Gorged with soul but dull of vision. 

I once knew a chap lik(' that ; 

lie seemed brighter than his fellows; 

Yet he let resounding phrast s 

Which he did not understand 

Quite mislead him from his business. — 

lx)ok around this fair oasis. 

At tlie desert ; if my turban 
I took off and fluttered gently 
Once or twice, the mighty ocvixn 
At my bidding would invade it, 
hilling up it^> t^very corner. 

But rd he a silly cuckoo 

If I set about creating 

Se.as and contim nts. Do you know. 

My child, what life is ? 

Anttra. 


No, instruct me. 
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Peer Gvnt. 

I.ife means passing safe and dr\ -shod 
Down the rushing stream of time. 
Manly strength is what is needed 
To l>e what I am, my dear. 

Age makes eagles lose their featliers. 
Makes old fogies' fm^tsteps fail, 

Std'N an old crone's teeth diH\iying, 
Giv'es an old man witli« r d hands, — 
And they all get witlu^K^i souls. 

Give me youth! I mean as Sultan, 
Anient and vigonm^, to ruU* 

Not tlie realms (iyntiana 
Wdth their pahn-tiees an<l thtur viru's- 
Dut the n*ahn of fre'Nh \*oung In auty 
That in a maide n’s thoughts. 

So vou st'tg rnv child, tlu* reason 
Why I grat ioinly was plea-< d 
To Ix'stow mv love U|><>n you; 

Whv I clH)se your little heart, 

So to to 1><* the einpiie 

That shall he inv < aliphate. 

None hut I shall know \'<>ui longings; 
In the empire of my love 
I must reign oipreine, uncpiest iont*<l ! 
loir you must lx* mine aloij,-. 

I shall ])<• v<jur g« nth gaohr. 

Binding you \M(h gold an<l gems. 

If we part, life will he empty - 
(^r, at any rate*, for yon ! 

N‘(»t a hhre <if yijur lx‘ing, 

N(jt an in a inf t of y<air will, 

But shall kn<Av me as th< ir master 

You shall h< * so filled with m<*. 

An<l Vfnir raven lo< ks — yf)ur beauty 

All in you that < an allur<' 

Tht'se shall Ik' a ph asarit ganh n 
For your Sultan's foot tf> tn;td. 

Anri that's why it's n ally lucky 
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You've an empty little head. 

Souls are apt to make their owners 
Too absorbed about themselves. 

And — wliile we're upon the topic — 

If you like, I'll seal the pact 
By bestowing on your ankle 
This fine bangle. That, I think. 

Fairly meets the situation. 

Me — instead of soul — you'll have; 

Otherwise, the stahis quo, [Anitra snores. 
What? Is she sleeping? Have my words 
Fallen on unheeding ears ? 

No : it shows the power lying 
In my words — that, like a stream. 

They transport her gently with them 
To the land of dreams. 

[Gets up and puts some jewels in her lap. 
Anitra! 

Here are jewels! Here are more! 

Sleep, Anitra! Dream of Peer! 

Sle(‘p, for in your sleep you've set 
A crown upon your Emperor's head I 
peer Gynt has won a victory 
Of personality to-night. 


fnf VIII 

(ScKNF . — A caravan route. The oasis is visible in the 
remote background. Peer (fYn t, on his white horse, is 
galloping over the desert, holding Aniika before him on 
the ponifnel of his saddle.) 

Aniika. 

Let go I ril bite you ! 

Peer Gynt. 

You little rogue I 
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Anitra. 

What do you want to do ? 

Peer Gym. 

To play 

At dove and falcon ! To carry you off. 

And do all sorts of reckless tliini;s! 

Am IRA. 

For shame! An old Prophet, tool 
Peer ('>VNr. 

Gh, 

The Pr<.>phet is not old, \ <)u i^onsi ! 

Do you think this looks as if h«' weie old? 

Amika. 

Let me go! I want to go home! 

Pe! k (iVN r. 

You 11 lit 1 

Honu'l To fat herun law ! I'hat’s i‘oo(P 
W'e binK that haNc tkiwn out of tun < age 
Dare not he‘ set n !•%■ him aeaiii 

ni\’ ehiM, no one should ^tay 
Too long in the v.uik* ]‘Iaee; lie's apt 
To lose as inucli in < '-timation 
As he can gain bv niakiin; fn« nds; 

And this is s])e< i ill\’ the . 

\V'h( n he’s a Proplu t, or th<' lik(\ 

Hi^ should be ll\ in ’ \ Eits << t n 
As snatt Ik s of a st ng are heanl. 

It was time that mv vi it sh<»uld cfune to an end; 
These sons of the do^ert are shifty ^ reatun s, - 
Inrensi* and gifts have lK»th bet n lacking 
For some days. 

Anitra. 

Yes, ljut are you a Prt^phet ? 
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Peer Gynt. 

I am your Emperor I 

[Tn^s to kiss her, hut she draws hack. 
Oh, come! 

Don*t be a proud little birdie, now! 

Anitra. 

Give me the ring that's on your finger. 

Peer Gynt. 

Take the lot if you wish, clear! 

Anitra. 

Your words are like life-giving music! 

Peer Gynt. 

What hapj)incss 'tis to be loved like this! 

Lot me dismount! I will lead the horse 
And be your slave I 

[//a rids her the whip and dismounts. 
See now, my pretty, 

My beautiful rose — here am I now, 

And h<Tc ril tread the sands until 
I g(’t a sunstroke and have to stop. 

I am young, Anitra! Ki inember that! 

You mustn’t look at my deeds too closely; 

Jokes and fun are what vouth is known by! 

And, if you were not quite so stupid, 

My graceful llow<'r, you’d understand 
That, since your lover is full of fun. 

Ergo he’s young! 

Anitra. 

Yes, you arc young. 

Have you any more rings? 

Peek CiYNT. 

Of course I’m young! 
Look, I am bounding like a deer! 
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Peer Gvnt 

If there was any green-stuff handy^ 

I’d make myself a wreath 1 Aha! 

Of course Tm young! Ju<t see me dance! 

[Dances ami sin^s, 
I am a happy little c(vck! 

IVck me, my little pulK't ! 

Houp-IA! Just see iik* foot it I 
I am a happy little cock! 

Amika, 

You*rc sweating, my Prophet; Pm afraid you will 
melt. 

Let me carry that hag that weighs down on youi belt, 
Pi.i-k (ivNr. 

What tender concern! You shall carrv* the purse; 
Hearts that ari* loving have no ived of gold! 

[/)<!«( cs anJ sutiis a^aim 
He is a madcap, your little iVrr! 

Hed. Hsn't know what he is doing! 

And doesn’t (are- if lie kee]>s gnmgl 
He Ls a rnad(aj), your little IV( rl 

Anitka. 

How' joyful ’tis to see the Piophet dancing I 

Ih'I K (fYNT. 

Oh, drop that IVoplu t ” nons< n^<‘! Let’s put on 
l^ai h other’s clothes! Come on! You tak(‘ yours off! 

Anitka. 

Your caftan is too long, your Udt too roomy. 

Your stockings much too small. 

PhKR (>V.Nr. 

Eh lien Instead, 

Inflict some pain ufxm me; for *tis sweet 
* So in the originaJ. 
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For loving hearts to suffer for their love I 

And, when we come to where my castle stands 

Anitra. 

Your Paradise? Have we got far to ride? 

Peer Gynt. 

A thousand miles or so I 

Anitra. 

Oh, what a way I 
Peer Gynt. 

Then you shall have the soul I promised you 

Anitra. 

No, thanks; I think Til do without the soul. 

But you were asking for some pain 

Peer Gynt. 

Ah, yes I 

Something severe but brief — a passing pang — 1 
Anitra. 

Anitra must obey the Prophet 1 So — 

Farewell ! 

[Hi/s him smartly over the /miners with the whip, 
and gallops hack over the desert at full speed. 

Peer ('»ynt 

[after standing for a long time as if thunderstruck). 
Well, I am— I 
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Scene IX 

(Scene. — The same as the preceding, an hour later. 
Peek Gynt is taking off his Turkish dress hit by bit, 
deliberately and thoughtfully. When he has finished, 
he takes a travelling-cap out of his coat pocket, puts it 
on, and stafuis once tw^re in European dress, lie flings 
the turban far away from him.) 

Peer Gynt. 

There lies the Turk, and here stand II 

A pagan existence is no gocnl at all. 

lt\ lucky that I can throw it awav 

With the clothes, an<l that it's not bred in the bone, 

Quallais fc faire dans cette galere 

It’s certainly best to live as a ( Inistian, 

Avoid the temptation of siiin]>tuous garments, 
Fashion your life by what's lawful and moral; 

In fact, be yourself -and deserve at the la^t 
A funeral oration and wreaths (*n vour c ofhn. 

{Takes a few steps. 
Th(‘ baggage! — Onlv a little moie. 

And I l>elievc she’d have turned my head. 

Put I'll be hanged if 1 underbtand 
What it was in her that so U]>set me. 

I am well out of it! If tin- joke 
Had Ix^rn pursued a little farthrr, 

It would have made me ridi( ulous. — 

I have errcfl, nc) doubt; but it’s comforting 
To feel that my erring was the result 
Of the position I had a^sunird; 

It was not I, mvsclf, that erreri. 

It was, as a fart, the prophetic life — 

Devoid of anv savouring salt 
Of active work — that caused in me 
These lapses into \sant of t;iste. 

It’s a sorr\* l)usine-s In ing a Pn;j;hetl 
In thecourseofyourdutirsNou'rcapt toget heedless. 
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You’re sober and dignified; all of a sudden 
You find you’re nothing of the sort 
I certainly gave proof of it 
By paying homage to that goose, 

Still, all the same — [Burs/s out laughin^. 

Just think of it ! ^ 

Spending the time in wanton dancing 1 
Trying to stem the stream of life 
By fooling like that! — sweet music, 

Caresses, sighs — and in the end 
Be plucked like any silly hen! 

Prophetically wild behaviour! — 

Pluck(‘d! — ^I'o my shame, Pvc been plucked badly! 
Still, Pve a little left in hand, — 

Scjme in America, and some 
Saf<^ in my pocket; so Pm not 
Quitch on the rocks. And, after all, 

A moderate amount of wealth 
Is best. 1 am no longer tied 
By horses, coachmt^n and the like; 

Pve neither carriages nor luggage 
To give me trouble. In a word. 

Pm master of the situation.-— 

Which way shall I choose? Manv are op( n. 
rt*s in such clioic e that wisdom ( (nmts. 

My business life is a finished cha])t(‘r; 

My love affairs, discarded garmmts; 

And I have no mind to retrace my steps. 

Forward or bai k it’s just as far; 

Out or in, it’s just as narrow ” — 

As I think it says in some ch‘v<’r book. 

I must find some new. some ennobling task; 

An object that’s worth my pains an<l money. 
Suppose I wrote, without concealnn nt, 
riie story of my lif(* — a book 
fo serve as a guide and an example 
To others after me ? Or, wait — ! 

Pve lots of time at my command — 

Supjxise I become a travelling scholar, 

.Making a study of bygone ages? 
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Peer Gynt 

That, I Ixlieve, is the tiunt; for me! 
rd aJwavs a fancy for history. 

And lately Tve improved inv knt>\vled^»e. 
ril trace the ^tor^' of mankind! 

Float like a feather upon the stream 
Of history; and live a.^ain, 

As in a dream, tlu* tiavs of old; 

St*e the fierce fights tht‘ heioes waited — 

Hut from a vanta^e-|>oint that’s v.ife, 

That of an onlooker; see how 
Thinkers were slauqhtt red, mait\rs Mid; 

How kingdoms rosi* An<l kingdoms fill; 

Wat< h ej>^>('hs of worli^l-histoi x’ 

Grow from thiir hirtli; and, m a wool, 

Skirn all the ( n am of hi'^toIV-~ ^ 

I must trv and h«»ld of a lHK»k of H < ker’s,* 
And f^o chron(»Iof;i( ally alxmt it. 

It’s triK? that mv pievi<.us knowle<lec’ is vhctchv. 
And hist<»r\’’s ratlin* an mtir ate malti r, ~ 

But what is the od<ls! It fie«|ih ntlv iMpjHUis 
That very unusual methods ni '^taitiir; 

L<‘ad to th(‘ most oii-mal out<ome. - 
To see (iUe's { 4 (»al ami <liiye t«>wards it, 

Steelim; onr’s leart, is mo.t npIdtuiL;’ 

( risiiKiint'ii emodtn. 

Hreakmt^ thnan^h ('y«*iy h^aid liiat hmdn >, 
Snnderm;,^ ti» s of Ihnne aiei fnentiship, 

Hiddimj; adi<'U to love’s soft piMmplim:s, 

To solve the mystery of tnith' 

Mr//>cs a tiiir fnmi h\s eye. 
That is tilt* t(‘^t of a real < nquio i ’ 

It makes im* haj)|n* !)e\'i»ntl im aaire 
To ft t'l I hav<‘ solvt d tlie < m^ma 

Of my destiny. I've only, m)\\, 

To hold mv (<»ur-e thuiu^di thi< k and thin! 

I think I may 1 h* wt II forgiven 
If I fi t 1 proud, and < all Pe<*r ri\ nt 
A Man. and Mania »od's KmjK r<»r! 

' Hcckcr’s Welifieuhichte, win* )i haU been tran*tlatc<i into 
Danish. 
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The Past shall be a lock to which 

1 have the key ; I will desert 

The sordid paths of modem life. 

The Present is not worth a shoe-lace. 

The ways of men are empty, faithless ; 

Their minds are dull, their deeds are futile — 

[^Shrugs his shoulders. 

And women — well, their name is frailty ! 

{Moves on. 

SCKNK X 

(Scene. — Outside a hut in a forest in the far north of 
Norway. It is a summer* s day. The door, which stands 
open, is furnished with a massive wooden bolt ; above 
the door a pair of reindeer horns is fixed. A herd of 
goats are feeding by the wall. Solveig, now a fair and 
handsome middle-aged woman, is sitting spinning in 
the sunshine.) 

SoLVEiG (looks down the path and sings). 

It may not be till winter’s past, 

And spring and sumuuT — the whole long year; 

Ihit I know that you will come at last, 

And I shall wait, for I promised yon, dear. 

{Calls to her <goats, then resumes her spinning and 
singing. 

God guard you, d(‘ar, where’er you be! 

If in Ib avt ii, (jod have you in His rare! 

I shall wait till you come back to me; 

If you’re waiting above, I shall meet you there! 

Scene XI 

(Scene. — In Egyft, at the foot of the statue of 
Memnon, at dawn. Peer Gynt comes walking along, 
stops, and looks around him.) 

Peer Gynt. 

I think that this place will do for a start. — 

Now, for a change. I’m an Egyptian; 
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But Ei;yptian alwav'^ ujx^n the ba*^is 
Of the Gyntian S<if. I’ll uamier later 
Into A5<.yria, I’ll stop short 
Of going back to the Creation, 

For that would only lead to danger, 
ril skirt the edges of Bible historv\ 

No doubt I’ll discover certain tun es 
That will confirm it; but to go 
Minutelv into it is not 
According to my plan of action. 

[Sits down on a stone. 
ril rest awhile and \sait with patii nee 
Until I’ve heard the Statiu* sinking 
Its customary moniing >«>ne. 

An<l, after I have had my breakfast, 
ri! climb the Pyramid, and th< n. 

If I have time I’ll l(v>k inside it. 

Then to the Red S a, wle re p< rhaps 
I shall dLsrover King Potiphar’s giavv*. 

Then I \N ill lx* an .Asiatic; 

In Babylon I'll seek tie* fam<»us 
Hanging (lardt ns and ( oin iilems- - 
TIu‘ faire st prodin ts, that’s t4» -ay, 

Of <'ivihzation. Then a h ap. 

An<l I’ll b<‘ at the uaiU of Tiov; 

And tin ncr tin- s^ a nnit^ is fiim t 
To Ixautifiil old Atlnns. fhen*, 

1 shall examine, storn* b\' stoin-. 

The pass Leonidas drh ndi d ; 

I'll mak»' mvself lamihar 
With all tlie Ix'st philo'^opld* s ; 
bind out the gaol wln re Sh fate's 
Lai<l down his life as sa< iifne — 

But, stop a mmut<\ I forgot —! 

Greece is at uar. so for tin* pr< nt 
I must put Ilelhnion a-ide. [J.or-ks at his watch. 
What a iidi(uhais time the sun 
Takes in rising 1 M\ time's pun ions. 

Well, then, — from Tuiy — that’s wliere I’d got to — 

[Gels up and listens. 
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I wonder what that curious murmur—? 

{The sun rises. 

The Memnon Statue (singing). 

From the demi-god's ashes ^ arise new-born 
Singing birds, 

Zeus, the all-knowing, 

Shaped them for conflict. 

Owl of Wisdom, 

Where sle{‘p my birds ? 

You must die if you read not 
The Riddle of the Song! 

Peer Gynt. 

I really do believe I heard 

Sounds from the Statue! That would be 

The music of the past. I heard 

The rise and fall of the Statue's voice. 

ril note that down for consideration 

At experts’ hands. 

[Makes a note in his pocket-book. 

** The Statue '^ang. 

I heard the sounds quite plainly, but 
Could not comj)l(‘telv unihTstand 
d'he words, I have, of course, no doubt 
The wholes thing was hallucination. 

Otherwise, I have not observed 

Anything of importance so far." [He moves on 

* At MtMnnon’s death, Jove clian^ed the hero’s companions 
into birds that s.inLi 'Mldly and fought fiercely witli each 
otluT, Ibsrii s s.itire heie is said to be <lirectod against the 
UmverMtv Tmlt .sois of Norw.iy, the Owl of Wisdom being 
the crest of the rmversity, lie regarded the professorial 
wisdom as a tl< ad thing, insomuch as it merelv concerned 
itst a with tiu! jMst and took no proper part in the conihet 
for the future of Norwav The Statue here asks I’eer. as the 
representative of th(‘ Noiwegian poojile, where the fighting 
spint that should have arisen from the aslies of the pa3t la 
sleeping. 
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SCKVK XII 

(Scene. — Sear thv t of (Uzch, by the ^reai 

Sphifix caned out of the rock, hi the distance are 
seen the spires and minarets of Cairo. Pfkk (iVNr 
arrives; he examines the Sphinx earefuVy, sofnetnnes 
through his eye glass, sometim 's through the hollow 
of his hand.) 


Peer (iVnt. 

Now where in tlie world li.ive I in< t In tore 
Something I onh h.iif reiiu inber 
That thi> u.^lv nnnipU me of? 

For nu t it I havt‘ '--« ith« r noith or south. 

\Va^ it a man And, m that < a^^e, who.*^ 

The Mernnon Statue rtumnd* d me 
Of the Tioll KiUi^ of our fair\ tal( s, 

Sittinti: like tlial, all stiif aiul !i:;id, 

Resting hi^ rumi) («n a punr of to k; 

P>ut tills remaik.iMe m(»ngi<l hero, 

rius mtaistri, half lion and halt woman — 

liavt* I known it, too, m a lair\‘ lah’ ' 

Or have I soiiu rial recolhn ti(»n oi it t 
A fairv tale? Nh), I know tie* « k«M’' 

It's the if vou pleasr^ wiioN<- hull I < ia< ked — 

1 mi aii to sav that I dn amt I did, 

For I wa> K ing ill of a \ < i 

nearer to the Sphinx. 
Tie • s(‘lt.,aine eves, the srlf aillo hj>s! 

Not quite so sluggidi a hit mote i uiimm; — 

Put in tlu' main ]‘<.ints pi t the same. 

W« 11, lk>yg, old f< I!ow, \ou‘ie hk«' a lion, 

‘ n frfun behind and m the iia\'li:dit ! 

Are you -till lull of nddhs? \V‘ '11 trv, and see; 

W e’ll see it you aii'-wa r as y(>u <li<l in fore. 

[(Sills to the Sphinx. 


Hi, Bijyg! Who are \ou? 
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Peer Gynt 

Voice {from behind the Sphinx). 

Ach, Sfinx, wer bist du? 

Peer Gynt. 

What's that? An echo in German? Astounding! 


Wer bist du ? 


Voice. 


Peer Gynt. 

It's got a perfect accent! 

The observation's new, and my own. 

[^Makes a note in his book. 
" Echo in German — with Berlin acetmt." 

[Begriffenfeldt comes from behind the Sphinx. 


A man! 


Begriffenfeldt. 


Peer Gynt. 

Oh — it was he that was talking. 

\^Makes a further yiote. 
** Came later to another conclusion.” 


Begriffenfeldt 
(tvith signs of great excitement). 

Excuse me, Sir -I A vital question — I 
What was it brought you here to-<lay? 


Peer Gynt. 

A vLit. I’m greeting a friend of my youth. 

Begriffenfeldt. 

Peer Gynt. 

Yes, I knew him in days gone by. 


The Spliinx? 
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Peer Gynt 

Begriffesfeldt. 

Splendid! — And after the nii^lit Tve ‘^pi'iit ! 

Mv forehead throbbing as if it wi^uld bur>t! — 
You know hiin, Sir? Then sjxak! What is he? 
Can you tell me that? 

Peer Gynt. 

What is he? Yes. 

I can tell you that. He is himulf. 

BEGKIEFENFELDr {u'ith U st.ut), 

Ha! Likt‘ a flash I sta* the answer 
To life's enigma! -Is it teitain 
That he's hinist H ? 

Peer (iYnt. 

Yes; at If . 1 st, he saiil so. 


Beghifeeneei Dr. 


Himself! The great awakening's <om<‘! 

[Takes, ojj h\% hat. 


Your name, sir ? 


Peer (^yni. 

1 am ( ailed Ptn r Gvnt. 


Hi (.HUM* NFM nr 
(z/’i7/j an atr of qutrt amazement). 

Pe( r G\ nt ! Allegc)ri<.al I What one ( xpef ted. 

Pi er (iNUt? riiat means: the (in at Pnknr>wn - 
The Mt "‘'iah that was anmnim cd to me 

Peer (iYni. 

No — really? An<l \ou < am» hen* to find him ? 
Bec»kiffem El.Dr. 

Peer Gvnt! Prf>found! Knigmatic! Incisive! 
luirh word is full of deejx*st leaching! 

W’hat are you ? 
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Peer Gynt 

Peer Gynt ( modestly ), 

I have always tried 
To be myself. And, for the rest, 

My pabsport 

Begriffenfeldt. 

Eni^:^matic too! 

All an enigma! [Grasps him by the hand. 

Come to Cairo! 

Come! I have found the Emperor 
Of Exegesib I 

Peer C'iYNT. 

Emperor ? 

Begriffenfeldt. 

Cornel 

Peer Gynt. 

Arn I really known — ? 

Begriffenfeldt 
(dragging him away with him). 

Tire Emperor 

Of Exegesis — Ixibed on Self I 


Scene XIII 

(Scene, — In a lunatic asylum at Cairo. A big court- 
yard surrounded by high xcalls and buildings with 
barred icnulows. Iron cages on the ground level. Three 
aj the Kfit’ERS in the courtyard. A fourth comes in.) 

I'ouKTH Keeper. 

I say, Sdiafnuinn — where’b the Director? 
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Peer Gynt 

Another Keeper. 

lie went out this morning, long Ix'forc dawn. 

FouRfH Keeper. 

I’m afraid >ometliing's hajiixm-d tliat has uwet him 
Because in the night 

Anotui k. 

llusli! Hi re lie comes! 

[Begkiffenfm.dt shows Pi I li ('.ys r locks the 
gate and f>tils the key in his f>ockel. 

Pi.i-K (iv.vr (aside). 

He is a reinarkahly learned man; 

Almost all that he sa\'s is l)<*\'oiid undi isfandmg. 

v roufi / him. 

So thiN, tlu n, is youi Savants’ 


Hi C.KIPM M I I i>i. 

V(^s, h(*n‘ yon'll fin<l tin rn, Imi; anti ba.r^ai’c 

riic c'ott ri(‘ of ni V 

Pn )rs (if I*'.\( sis. l.at( ly 

A iuindrt’d and time n* w <in« s j^iiv d tln in.- . 

a//N /() ///r Ki,hj*j Hs. 

Mikkcl, St'lilini;t St Iiafin.inn, lou ]i , — 

Into tlu* cast's \sitli you! nui* k! 


Wet 


'I'hk Khiv\\«, 


HloHU I KNFKI I»r. 


Ye^ — who ( P( ? (i<ton! I on ! 

A> the woild's to|)sy.iur%'v, v.*- 

Must ftillnw s\ut ! [ S/;j</s them up in the carr. 

The lN:t r 

Has rome to to-<!av ; st, you 
Can join the oth* rs. d will av 
No mor<‘. 

[Lochs the Cii^ic and throus the hey into a urll. 
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Peer Gynt, 

But why — my dear Director — ? 

Begriffen'feldt. 

Don't call me that I I was Director 

Until Sir, can yon keep a secret? 

I mubt unburden myself 

Peer Gynt. 

What is it ? 


Begriffenfeldt. 

Promise me that you will not tremble. 

Peer Gynt. 

1 will try not to. 

Begriffenfet.dt 

{takes him into a corner and whispers). 
Absolute Reason 

Expired at eleven o'clock last nii^htl 

Peer Gynt. 

God help us — ! 

Begriffenfeldt. 

Yes, iPs a threat disaster. 
In my position, too, you se(', 

It’s doubly di-*af^reeable : 

Bt'('aus(' this place, until it happi ne<i, 
Wa.-. known as a lunatu asylum. 

Peer Gynt. 

A lunatic asylum! 

Begriffenfeldt. 

Ah, 

Not ttou\ you understand! 
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Peer Gynt (aside, grouping pale), 

1 

Exactly how it k ; this ft Ilow 

Is mad — and not a soul sus[)ects it. [.Votr.v 

Begriffenfeldt ( follou - it^g him ). 

I hope you have reallv untlerstoiHi inoj> 

To sav it*s dead is not accurate. 

It has h ft itself~-i;ot out of its skin 
Like my frknd Banui Munchausi'ii'^ fox.* 

Peer Gynt (trying to get an ay). 

Ext u-^e me 

Bkguiffenffi r>T (holding on to him). 

N»>, it was likr an < 1 1, 

Not a fox. A nail i!:;ht throindi its f‘ve - 
.Vnd there it w.ls, squinnm:; on t)j<‘ wall — • 

Pi I R (lYM. 

H(av on earth am I to save mvs( If? 

Hio.ufi n NM I ni. 

fust (»ne sht roun<l tlie nc< k and pop| 

(jiu oi Its jM-lt it < ame ! 

Phi H (i Y \ r. 

ule mad I 

BFr.HiFFhNFl I OT. 

And now the fa* t is c vph nt 
'Fl at this ^ame <'xit from-its. If 
Kntail- a revolulKa) 

In .ill th»‘ world. .Ml persons wlso 

* " Kf‘vn.ir<l stCK^l rjov' to ,'i In a t’A inktini; T out 

mv and j*! *•<! .i ►<•<1 sjak# -nail in i 1 h rf»..in. turd, and 

lut bun 5<» <:b % * liv that I n.o)«*d Inn boisb f.tst to the I 

now wont uj. to lurn. took o'jt rnv hanii^rr. j/avc him ,i rrimn 
cut over th'* l o t hoJ<l of mv wlnp, and fairly Hog#.;' d 

him out of his hnr skin 



i 62 


Peer Gynt 

Up to that time were known as mad 
At eleven o’clock last night became 
Normal; this, in conformity 
With Reason in its newest phase. 

And, if you consider the matter farther. 

It's clear that from the selfsame hour 
Our so-call( d wise men all went mad. 

Peer Gynt. 

Speaking of time, my time is precious 

Begriffenfeldt. 

Your time? You’ve jogged my memory! 

[Opens a door and calls out. 
Come out! The appointed time has cornel 
Reason is dead. Long live Peer Gynt! 


Peer Gynt. 

No, niy dear friend — ! 

mad folk come one after another into the 
courtyard. 


Beg hi ffen fe ldt. 

Good morning to you I 
Come out and greet the dawn of freedom! 
Your Emperor's here! 


Peer CivNx. 

Their Emperor? 


Begriffenfeldt. 

Certainly I 


Peer Gynt. 

It's too great an honour — 
Far more than 



Peer Gynt i 

Begriffenffldt. 

No false iiKKle^ty 
At such a time as this! 

Peer Gvnt. 

At h ast 

Give me some re^^jute! — Pm not fit 

For sucli a ta'-k; Pm quite clumbfoiiniled I 

HEGRIFFENFi r I>r. 

The man who i 4 ue^>s(‘d the Sphinx’s riddle! 
Who is him-t lf ! 


Pi 1 K (iYvr. 

riiat’s jtist mv troul)!(‘. 

I am myself in <*v » tv wav: 

P>ut here, ^o far as I < an ' » e, 

Kverynne ^»ets (nit' id** thcinseha s, 

HroKii 1 1 NFi I i>r. 

Outside' tlieanst Ive s r Oh no, vouVe^ woan^. 
It’s h<T<- that m« n are- ino^a th<*m'-< 1\< s - 
Themse lve s an<l mahinK hut the'ne<l\(s -- 
Sailin.i,^ \sith ejiitspH aei ^ails <»f vclf. 

Fae h ^hiits hiin^e If in a rask ed If, 

i lie* < a^k ste)pp< d with a hnn^ e»f se If 

And sf ,u^»,ne*d in a \ve II of v, if. 

Neine has a te*ir for f»tli<*rs’ wex^s 
(3r eaie s wjjat anv oth<*r think*-. 

W t* are* (jiuse Ive s in the)UEht and vede e — 
Ourselves uj) t<i tlu* ve*ry hunt ; 

And . ( onseejue nt Iv, if we* want 
An khnj>eTe)r, it’s v«tv f le ar 
That you’re the man. 

Pi KR fiYNT. 

I wish to gorKiness — ! 
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Begriffenfeldt. 

Don't be downhearted ; everything 
That's new, at first seems strange to one. 

** One's self " — ^well, as a specimen. 

I’ll choose the first that comes to hand. 

[To a gloomy figure that is passing. 
Good morning, Hiihu I Still, my lad. 

Looking the picture of misery? 

lluiiu [a Language-Reformer^ from Malabar). 

What can I do, when generation 
After generation dies 

Larking an interpreter? [To Peer Gynt. 
You’re a stranger; will you listen? 

Peer Gynt [bowing). 

By all means. 


Huhu. 

Then pay attention. — 

Away in the East, like a bridal crown. 

Lie the shores of Malabar. 

Portuguese and IPjllanders 
Try to civilize the place, 

Where there still survive a lot 
Of original Malabari. 

These good folk have muddled up 
Their language, and now rule supreme 
In that land. But, long ago, 

That same ('onntry^ule was ruled 
Bv ()rang-(Hitangs. The woods 
Were all theirs; and they could fight. 

Growl and snarl to hcart^' content — 

Live, in fact, as Nature made them; 

'riu'v could screech without px'rmission, 

‘ The satire in this episo<le is directed against the " Maal- 
strAvore/’ as a group of national language reforrncrs were 
called, whose aim was to nd the Norwegian language of its 
Danish taint and get back to the old Norse tongue. 
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And were lords of all the country. 

Then there came this horde of strajiger^ 

And disturbed the primal language 
That was sp<^ken in the forest>. 

Now four hundred veai^ have passed — 

That means manv gt neiations — 

And so long a time as that. 

As one knows, ran ea‘-ily 
Stamp out alxiiigines. 

The fori?st crirs have long Iven dumb. 

Not a growl is ever heard ; 

If we want to sp^ak our minds. 

We must have n^couisr to words. 

It aj)plies to all alik<‘ — 

Portuguese ami Hollamh rs. 

Hybrid race<, Malabari - 
All are ecpiallv atfertecl. 

I have tried iny Ixst to fight 
For our real fori st-tongm* ; 

Tri<‘<l to bring its corpse to life; 

Upheld p<‘oplr*s right to scrc‘c ch, 

S*reeclu<l mvsrlf, and jx>int< il out 
Tlu‘ necessity of s< n <•< hing 
In our folk-s(>ngs. Hut my etforls 
Mi t uilh no r< s\ilt whate ver. — 

Now I tliink you uixh rstand 
What my grievam <* is. I thank you 
For your court* sy in li'^t* ning. 

If you think \ou < an a<ivi''e me 
What to do, I In g \ <>iFll tell nud 

Pi I K r,YNT (ashic). 

They say that wh* n you ar<- in Korne 

You shouM do as the Romans <lo. [Aloud. 

My frimd, if I r< memb* r rit'hlly. 

There are forests in Moio< < o 
Where there are C)rang-*)Utangs 
That haw neither sf,ngs m^r leather; 

And their language inu< h resi inbh s 
That of Malabar; if you 

M 
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Were, like many other statesmen. 

To expatriate yourself 

For the good of these same people. 

It would be a noble action 
And a fine example also. 

Hunu. 

Let me thank you, sir, for listening; 

I will follow your advice. 

an impressive gesture. 
In the east they flout their singer! 

The west has its Orang-outangs I [Goes out, 

Begriffenfhldt. 

Now, surely you’ll say that he*s himself 1 
He’s full of himself and nothing else; 

Himself in (‘very word he says — 

Himself wlu n he’s beside himself. 

('ome here! I want to sliow you another, 
Who’s been no l(‘^s conformable 
To Reason since last night’s occurrence. 

[To a Ff:llah who is carrying about a Mummy 
on his back. 

King Apis, how goes it, my noble sir? 

Fellah {fiercely, to Peer Gynt). 

Am 1 King Apis? 

Peer Gynt 

{getting behind Be(;riffenfeldt). 

I’m afraid 

I’m not (piite qualified to say; 

But I should tiiink, if I may judge 
From what your voice suggests to me 


Fellah. 
Now you are lying, tool 
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Begriffenfhldt. 

Yi>iir Highness 

Must kindly deign to lot us have 
An explanation. 


Fk I I All. 

Well. I will. 

[rurfK fo Pi i,r Gvnt. 

Yim see this man Pm eai r\ ing ? 

King Apis was his name. 

They call him now a Mummy; 

And, what is m<»re. he's lieatl. 

lie built up all th<‘ Pvrainuls^ 

Ami carved the mightv Sphinx, 

Aiul fought so the Diuftot ays - 
With 'Furks on ev< r\* suir. 

And tlu n fore the F'gvptians 
Worshipp<*<l him as a 
And ^et up m then t< mph s 
His st atue as a bull. 

But I *im that King .\pis — 

It*s just as ( h at a ^ <la\ ; 

If You don't un<li istaiul it. 

I’ll make y«ai \i ly ^o<.n. 

King Apis was out adiunfmg. 

An<i gtjt <Ioun fioin his hoi «•. 

And strpprd a-ide for a mom* nt 
In m\' grandfather’s h« M. 

rile voil King Aj>is feitihz<'d 
Ifas nouii-lie<i f?jr with <oin. 

And, if more proof ne<*d( 

1 have mvisibh* lauii^. 

Thf n don’t vou think it’s damnalde 
That I can’t get mv <!ue ? 

By my birth I am King Aj)i^, 

But <;nlv a 1*’< Ilah here. 

If ye>u think yeiu fan advise* me. 

Tell me, withf)Ut fb lay. 
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What Vm to do to make myself 
Like Apis, the great king. 

Peer Gynt. 

Your Highness must build Pyramids 
And carve a mighty Sphinx, 

And fight — as the Director says — 

With Turks on every side. 

Fellah. 

Yes, that’s a likely story 1 
A Fellah ! A hungry louse ! 

It’s all I can do to keep my hut 
Clear of the rats and mice. 

Come, think of something better^ 

To make me great and ‘^afe, 

And also make n\c look like 
King Apis tliat’s on my back. 

Peer Gynt. 

Suppose your Highness hange d yourself. 
And then, d('ep in the groun<l, 

Within a coffin’s sheltering walls 
Behaved like one that’s dead 

Fellah. 

ril do it 1 Let me have a rope I 
To the gallows with my head ! 

I’ll not be quite like him at first. 

But time will alter that, 

[Goes away and makes preparations to hang 
himself. 

Br:GRIFFENFELDT. 

A groat personality that, my friend — 

A man with method 
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so I sre. — 

But he really is hanj^in.^ himself I Gtxl help us! 

I feel quite sick -Kind my Imiin is turning! 

Bhc.riffknfki or. 

A transitional ^lage; it won’t last long. 

Pi:hr Gy’.t. 

Tran'^ition? To wluit? I really must go 

Hrj.RlFFKNFKi DT htm Ihu k). 

Are you mad ? 


PhKK Gynt. 

Not yet! Mad? (io<l forbid I 
[/Iwti/s/tin uNoar, Hi’ssfin, a Minister of Stair, 
pushes his way throu/ji (hr othrr lunatics. 


HTssI IN. 


Tliey ti ll me an l .mjH-ror’s ^ oiih* to ^lay. 

[ / 1/ I'l l R CiYST 


Is it you ? 


Pi I K Gynt {desperately). 
Tie y'vc settled that it ix! 


Hlsstin. 

Gooil. — Ilrre ar«‘ pajH-is that n*‘« d an an wer. 


PhKR fjYNl {tearing his hair). 
Aha! Go (Ml! The more the nu rrierl 


Husskin. 


Perhaps you will luniour me with a dip? 

{Bows low 


I am a p< n. 
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Peer Gynt {bowing still lower). 

And I am merely 
A trumpery imperial parchment. 

Hussein. 

My history, Sir, is briefly this: 

They think me a sand-box, and not a pen. 

Peer Gynt. 

And mine, Sir Pen, succinctly told: 

I’m a paper that’s never been written on. 


Hussein. 

They never will understand what Pm meant for; 
They all want to use me to sprinkle sand I 

Peer Gynt. 

I was a book with silver clasps, 

When I beh)nged to a woman once. 

Madness or wisdom is mendy a misprint. 

Hussein. 

But, think — how wretched to bo a pt n 
That never has tasted the edge of a knife I 

Peer Gynt {leaping into the air ). 

Think wliat it is to be a reindeer 
'riiat’s always jumping down from a height 
And never reaching solid ground! 

Hussein. 

A knife! I am blunt; I need n'pairing! 

The world will |x^rish it I'm not mended! 

Peer Gynt. 

That would \yc sad when, like all that He made. 
Our Heavenly Father admired it so much. 
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Begriffenfkldt. 

Here's a knife! 


Hussein { grasf ^ tpi.i <0* 

Ah, how I '•hall lick up the ink! 

How lovely to cut one's self! his throat. 

Begriffenfeldt (wiori«^ to stJe). 

Don't Nj>Iash me! 

Peer Gynt {wtth ^rowin^ terror). 

Hold him I 


Hussein. 

Yes, hold me! That'^ the word I 
Hold I IIuM the Prn ! Is the p.iper tliere — } [Falls. 
I'm worn out. A pustscript^-ilon't huf^et it: 

He was a pen in the hands of others. 

Peer (ivNi. 

What shall I — ? What am 1 ? Oh, Thf)U — k<‘rp hold I 
I am what Thou wilt ~a furk, a Sinner, 

A TidII; only help me! S<unetJiiiu; has burst 
Within me! [Shrieks. 

I cannot remember I’hv name — 

Help me, Tlioii (iiiardian «>f all m.uim<n? 

[Sinks down in a swoon. Hi:(.rim i:nffi r>T, 
holding a straw crown in his hand, leaps on 
to Peek </VNT and astride of him. 

J^>1 GKII 1‘EM I-EDT. 

See how he sits enthron< d in the rnud’ — 

He’s out of himsi If’ fa t us crown him now'! 

[Puts the cron n on Pi i k (iVm ’s head, and shouts : 
Long live the LmpeKii of Self' 

SCHAI-VIANN (in the cage). 

Es Ube hjch der grosse Peer t 
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Scene I 

(Scene. — On hoard a ship in the North Sea, off the 
coast of Norway. Sunset and a threatening sky. Peer 
Gynt, noio a vigorous old man with grey hair and 
heard, is on the poop. His clothes, which are somewhat 
the worse for wear, are half sailor-like \ he wears a 
pilot-jacket and sea-hoots. He looks weather-heaten, 
and his expression has hardened. The Captain is at 
the wheel with the Helmsman. The crew is forward. 
Peer Gynt is leaning his arms on the gunwale and 
gazing at the land.) 


Peer Gynt. 

There’s Hallingskarven in winter dress; 

He shows up well in the evening light. 

And there’s his brother Joklen behind, 

Still wearing his ice-green glacier cap; 

And, like a lady dressed in white. 

Lies Folgi'fond behind them both. — 

Don’t try any follies, my ancient friends! 
Stay where you are — you are made of stone. 

Captain {calling forward). 

Two men to the wheel — and hoist the light 1 

Peer Gynt. 

It’s blowing. 

Captain. 

Aye, we’ll have a storm. 

Peer Gynt. 

Can one sec Ronde from the sea? 

17a 
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Captain. 

No — it lies hidden bidiind Faan< n. 

Peer Gynt. 

Or Blaaho? 

Capt.ain. 

No; hut, from aloft, 

Galdhopiggc n wlun tlie weatlier's i lear. 

PtF.R Gynt. 

Which way's Hartt igen? 

Captain (poifiiift^). 

Over there. 

Peer civsT. 

Of course. 

Captain. 

You si'cin to know the country. 

Peer Gynt. 

I passed this \say wh* n I saih d fr(»m home; 
And earlv impression^, as they say. 

Last long<'st. 

[5/»Cs oirr th€ sidr, and cnniinues f^azing at 
(fve coast. 

It is f»vcT tluTe- 

Wherc the hillside gl» ns .iri* blue. 

In the dark and narrow valleys. 

And alc»ng the o|x n Ijords - 
That is v\h< r<‘ the |H*opIe liv<‘. 

[Looks at the C'aptain. 
Not many Iiou'-es cm thi^ coast. 

( APTAIN. 

No, they are few and far Ixdwec n. 

Peer fivsT. 

Shall we be in by morning? 
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Captain. 

T ^ Aye, 

I hope so, if the night is not 
Too bad. 

Peer Gynt. 

It’s gathering in the west. 
Captain. 

It is. 

Peer Gynt. 

Oh, by the way, look here — 
Remind me, when we’re settling up. 
That I intend to make a present 
To the crew 


Captain. 

You’re very good. 

Peer Gynt. 

It will only be a small one. 

I made money, but I've lost it; 

Fate and I have fallen out. 

You know what I have got on board ; 
Well, that’s the lot. The rest of it 
Has taken wings and flown away. 

Captain. 

Oh, what you’ve got is quite enough 
To win respect from folk at home. 

Peer Gynt. 

1 have no folk. There’s no one waiting 
I'or this rich ugly uncle. — Well, 

1 shall be spared some fuss at landing. 

Captain. 

The storm is brewing. 
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Peer Gynt. 

Now remember. 

If any of you need it badly 
I’m not close-fisted with my money. 

Capf.mn. 

That's kind. Tluy're mostly badly off; 
Tht*y all havt‘ wives and fannlu s — 

Can scarcely live np>n tla ir j)ay — 

And, if your kiiulness sen<ls them home 
With somethinf^ extra in tluir iKukets, 
To-morrow's home-n>inin^ will ne ver 
Ho forgotten. 

Pi ER Gynt. 

What's all that ? 

Do you say tlu v've wives and children? 
Married ? 

Captain. 

Y< s, marrusl all the lot. 

Th(* po<irest <d thfui all’s th<‘ ('f>ok; 

His house* is in va r free from Inuigt r. 

Pi hR CiYM. 

Married? And '-<»meone wai mg there 
To gn < t thi in when they co ue ? Is that it ? 

(’ APTAIN. 

Of cfuiisi*, like all jMKu folk. 

Phi H (iVNT. 

Su|>{>osing 

It's ev< fling when thev conn* — what then? 
Captain. 

Tlien 1 exjwxt that sometliing tasty 
Will have bee n got for the occasion 
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Peer Gynt. 

A lamp upon the table ? 

Captain. 

Aye, 

And maybe two ; a dram to drink 

Peer Gynt. 

They’ll sit at ease, in warmth and comfort. 
With children round them? And such hubbub 
In the room that no one hears 
Half the other says to them. 

Just because they are so happy? 

Captain. 

Very likely; and that’s why 
It’s so kind of you to promise 
They shall have a little present. 

Peer Gynt {banging his fist on the gunwale). 
No, I’m damned if they shall have it! 

Do you think me such a fool 
As to fork <mt for the pleasure 
Of helpinj; other people’s children? 

I’ve worki <1 too hard to get my money I 
No one’s waiting for old Peer Gynt. 

Captain. 

Just as you please; it’s your own money. 

Peer Gynt. 

Quite so. It’s mine and no one eNe’s. 

Directly you have cast your anchor 
rU settle up for what I owe you 
For my cabin passage hither 
From Panama; an<l then I’ll give you 
Something for a dram of brandy 
I’or the crew; but not a penny 
More than that. You may have leave 
To knock me down if I give morel 
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Captain. 

You'll get my receipt, and nothing else. 

Now plt‘ase excuse me; the storm is rising. 

[He crosses the deck. It hi%s become dark, and the 
cabin lamps are being lit. The sea grous 
rougher. Fog and thick clotuis gather, 

Pi:er Gynt. 

Prov^idc for a crowd of otliers’ chiMrt n -? 

Fill others’ hearts with happiiuss. 

And so be always in their thoughts — ? 

There’s no one wasting tlioughts on me. 

I.am|>s (»n their tables? Fll ]>ut thrm out I 
I’ll find sonic? way — ! I will niakc^ them drunk; 

Not one* of these fe llows shall go h<»iiu* soUt. 
rhc‘y shall go drunk to the ir wivt s and t hildrin; 
riiev shall sw'car -bang loudlv on the tal)le — 
IVightc n their familii*s out of the ir wits! 

Their wive s shall scream and run out of the house. 
And their c hildren tc^i! Fll spoil thc*ir pic asun ! 
[The ship ndls heavily; he sfuftihles, and /m$ 
dxfJu uUy in hdding on. 

That was a bad on< ! rhe* s<*a’s as busy 
As if it wc'P* paid for what it’s doing. 

It’s the same* always, up lu re- m the noilh; 

rhe sea to fight with, firrt e anci angiy 

[/.istens. 

What wivs that cry? 

Thi: Waic h (fonrarJ). 

A wns k to Ic c'wanl t 

Cattain (afftidships). 

Starlxiard the h< Im ! Ke ep h< r ch^e to the w ind I 

HhLMSMAN. 

Are thcTc men cm the wreck? 
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The Watch. 

I can make out three. 

Peer Gynt. 

Lower a boat — ! 

Captain. 

It would only capsize. 

[Goes forward. 

Peer Gynt. 

Wlio thinks of that ? [To the crew. 

If you're men, you'll save them! 
You're surely not afraid of a wetting? 

Boatswain. 

It's impossible in such a sea as this. 

Peer Gynt. 

They're calling again! The wind is raging. — 

Cook, won't you try? Come on! I'll pay you 

Cook. 

Not if you gave me twenty guineas. 

Peer Gynt. 

You dogs! You cowards! Don't you know 
That these are men that have wives and children 
Who are waiting — ? 

Bo.\tswain. 

Patience will do them good. 
Captain. 

Keep her stem to the breakers ! 

Helmsman. 

The wreck’s gone under. 
Peer Gynt. 

Was that sudden silence — ? 
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Boatswain. 

If they are marriei!, 

As you suggest, tlien the Nvorld s the riclu r 
By three newlv-created widows. 

[The storm increases in vi<*/ence, Pekr Gynt goes aft. 

Bh! R Gynt. 

There’s no more Faith aincng men anv longer — 

No more Christianity wairth the naiih*; 

There’s littlt‘ that’s g(>o<i in their wuids ur tin ii deeds, 
And they pay no heis^l to the Powers Alx)ve. 

In a stonn like to-niglit’s, one m.iv vaiv well 
Be afraid of (iod; thes<* bruti s ^liould lowt r 
And rerneinlv r that, as the ‘having goes. 

It’s risky to play with eK ph.mts,- ^ 

And then they tl<'fv Him op« nlv! 

Tm giiiltle^'' t noui;h ; if it ( onu s to }n<lr,m< Tit, 

I can ])rove that I made an offe r to pav them. 

But what do I get in retinn for tlial ? 

I know' th(‘V say that your head lies vioa' 

If your con"^ei< n< e is ch ar. That ma\‘ he true 
(^n terra firma , hut f»n the a, 

When' an honest inan’^ quite th<* e.\cej)tion, 

1 don’t con-id'T it worth a lush. 

At s< a yon nrvt r can lx* yomself; 

You ‘'inqdy sink or swim with the others; 

Shuukl the h(/ur (jf vengi am <• < hance to ’'trike 
For the Ctxik and the Ik»atswam. I most lik« ly 
Should be sw('pt along to jx rdition with them; 
There's nr) resjHx t for individuals. 

You’re nothing morr* than om* <d the crowd. 

My mistake has bix n that Fve Ix'en t<x) meek, 

And get the blame for all that has haj)px-ned. 

If I were younger, I <lo believe 

I'd change my tunc and play tin* Ik»ss. 

I'here’s turn- for it yet! It sliall get abroad 
That Peer has come overv^as a winner! 

By hook or cr(K)k I'll get back the farm; 

I'll build on it — it shall look like a castle. 
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But not a soul shall come into my house ! 

They shall stand at the door and twiddle their caps. 
They shall beg — I’ll let them do that with pleasure — 
But ril not give them a single farthing; 

If Tve had to smart from the lash of fortune. 

They’ll find out that I can hit back again 

{A Stranger is seen standing beside Peer Gynt 
in the gloom, bowing politely to him. 


Stranger. 


Good evening! 


Peer Gynt. 

Good evening! What — ? Who are you? 


Stranger. 

Your fellow-passenger, at your service. 


Peer Gynt. 

Indeed? I thought I was the only one. 


Stranger. 

A wrong impression, corrected now. 

Peer Gynt. 

But it’s very strange I have never seen you 
Until this evening 

Stranger. 

I don’t go out 

In daytime. 

Peer Gynt. 

Perhaps you are not well ? 
You’re as white as a sheet 


Stranger. 

I’m quite well, thank you. 


Peer Gynt. 

Wliat a storm I 


Stranger. 

Yes. what a blessing, man! 



A blessing? 


Peer Gy nt i8i 

Peer (ivsT. 

Stranger. 

The waves are mountain*^ hi;:h. 

It makes one's mouth water to think 
Of t!ie wn cks tluit tlu re will be ti)-n!eht ! — 

Of the corpses that will Ix' wa'^lud ashuie. 

Pl flK C'lYSr. 

God forbid ! 

SrRANGKR. 

Hav'e you ever s< <‘n a man 
That has been stranL;led — or han(»< d or drowned? 

Pi r.R (iVNI. 

What on eartli do you mean? 

SrRANGKR. 

Then ^ a giin (m their fares; 
Ihit the grin is gliastlv. and for the must j)art 
They've bitten lluir tongues. 

Pr.I R (lYNT. 

1 )o go aw ay I 

Strangi r. 

Onlv one <]uesti‘tn! Sup|M>s<*, f<>i iustanre, 

Tluit tlit- <iup dr-uld run agn-und to-night 
Ami "ink 

Pi:i R (iYNT. 

Then do you think tlu re’s <!angcr? 
Sfranc.kr. 

I reallv don't know what to answer. 

Supjx^sc Pm "av(d and \ ou gi i diown^d 

Oh, bosh — ! 

747 
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Stranger. 

Well, it’s just possible. 

With one foot in the grave, a man 
Inrlines to charitable thoughts 

Peer Gynt {putting his hand in his pocket). 
I see, it*s money that you want I 

Stranger. 

No; but if you would be so kind 
As to present me with your corpse — ? 

Peer Gynt. 

This is too much! 

Stranger. 

Merely your corpse I 
It’s for a scientific purpose 

Peer Gynt. 

Get out I 

Stranger. 

But, my dear friend, consider — 
Tlie thing would be to your advantage! 

I’d have you ope ned and laid bare. 

It really is the st at of dreaming 
That I am seeking; but, besides, 
rd have you thoroughly examined 


Get out 1 


Peer Gynt. 
Stranger. 


But, sir — a mere drowned corpse! 


Peer Gynt. 

Blasphemous man! You encourage the storm! 
What folly! In all this wind and rain 
And heavy seas asid every^ sign 
That some fatality may hapj)en — 

Here are you asking for something worse! 
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Stranger. 

I see that you’re not for the moment. 

To carr\’ the inatti r fartht r. l^iit time 
So ver>* often will lUtcr things. [Hows f>oIttrIv. 
\VV shall meet when you're ^mkin^. li not before; 
Then, perhaps, you’ll he in a bi tter humour. 

[Ge^s into th( cahin. 

Pefr Gy\t. 

Unpleasant fellows, these men of science! 
Freethinkers, too — - 

[7'(> ihe Hoatswai.v who ts f>asstftg. 
A word, my fiu mi ! 

Who is that lunatic' j^assenL;* i ? 

Boa r SWA IS. 

1 did not knc)w* w<* had any but you. 

Bi I H (ivs 1 . 

No other ? Why, tln^ ts worse and worse. 

[I o a Saii or who cv);;n's ofdf of the cahtn, 
W'ho want into the labin just n<>w ? 

Sailor. 

The shli >’s dc»?:, sir ! [/*<isscs on. 

Tiil WATri! (CitlHn:: ou!). 

I .<inc 1 1 fc ale ad ! 

Bi 1 R (lYNT. 

My trunk’ MyB>x’ Jhim: th< m uj) on de< k 1 

liOAISWAIN. 

We have stnnething else to tiiink alxmt nc^w. 

Bki.k Gv.sr. 

( aptain, I wasn't sf rifnjs 

In what I -aid! I was rmly joking! 

Of course I‘m going to lu Ip the Cf>ok -~! 
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Captain. 

The jib has gone! 

Mate. 

There went the foresail! 

Boatswain {calling from forward). 

Breakers ahead I 

Captain. 

She'll go to pieces I 

[The ship strikes. Noise and confusion. 


Scene II 

(Scene. — Ojf the coast, amongst rocks and breakers. 
The ship is sinking. Through the mist, glimpses are 
caught of a boat with two men in it. A breaking wave 
fills it ; it capsizes ; a scream is heard, then all is 
still for a while. Soon afterwards the boat comes into 
sight, floating keel uppermost. Peer Gynt comes to 
the surface near the boat.) 

Peer Gynt. 

Help! Help! A boat !--Hrlp! I duill sink! 

God save me — as tho Bible ^ays ! 

[Clings tight to the keel of the boat. The Cook 
comes to the surface on the other side of the 
boat. 

Cook. 

Oh, God — for iny dear children’s sake 

Be pitiful! Let me be saved! 

[Holds on to the keel. 


Lot go! 


Peer Gynt. 
Cook. 


Let go ! 


Peer Gynt. 

I’ll push you off I 
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Cook, 

rU push you oft! 

Pekr Gynt* 

ni kick you off! 

Let go your hold! It \von*t bear two! 

Cook. 

1 know. Gt-t off! 

Pmkk (»ynt. 

Ciot oft yourself! 

Cook. 

Not likelv! 

[7 luy ftiiht, 1 he ( «>ok iicis one hand hurt, hut 
dings fast to //i<* boat u it h the other hand. 

Pkkr (lYsr. 

Takt' your haiul away! 

('OOK. 

Be kind! Be' men iful! Just think 
Of my young thildn n tie n* at htimel 

Pi ru o,vNr. 

1 Iiave mc^re nn d to live than y<jn. 

For 1 have g'li n<i < hildnn yet. 

Cook. 

Let go! Y«>u’ve hac! vour life; I’m young! 
Pkkr Gynt. 

Ik.‘ quit k and sink ; you're mm h too he avy. 
Cook. 

Have mercy! For (e^l’s ‘^ake let go! 

There's no one that will numrn h>r you 

IShrieks and slips down. 

Fm drowning! 
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Peer Gvnt (catching hold of the Cook’s hair). 

No, I've got you tight 
By your back hair; repeat " Our Father ” ! 

Cook. 

I can't remember — all seems dark 

Peer CfYST. 

Say what is most essential! QuickI 
Cook. 

Give us this day ” 

Peer Gynt. 

Oh, skip all that; 

You have got all that you will need. 

Cook. 

Give us this day " 

Peer Gynt. 

'riie same old song I 

It's easy seen you were a cook 

[His grip gives way. 

Cook (sinking), 

" Give us this day our " [Goes under. 

Peer (iYnt. 

.\men, lad! 

You wore yoiirsrlf up to the md. 

[Swings himself up on to the keel of the boat. 

Wlu ro there i> hie there’s aKvav> ho|X' 

[J'he Stranger is seen tn the water, catching 
hold of the boat. 

Sir ANGi.R. 

Good morning! 

Peer Gynt, 

Eh! 
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Stranger. 

1 heard a erv'; 

It*s funny I should fin<l vou here. 

Will? Do you see I s|>oke the trutli? 

Peer Gynt. 

Let go! There’s barely room for «.>!ud 
Stranger. 

I’ll swim quite well with my left leg. 

I’ll float if only I insert 
My finger-tip into this cra< k. 

But what about your corpst* ? 

Peer Gynt. 

Be quiet I 

Stranger. 

The rest is absolutrlv* <lone for 


Peer Gym. 
Do hold your tongue! 


Well ? 


Stranger. 

Just as you \n i h. 

[^Silence, 


Pi er ('iYnt. 


SrRAN(iI R. 
I am ^ilt nt . 


l^l.ER (»YM. 

1 )< vil’s tr i< ks I *— 

What arc y<nj doing? 

Strangir, 

1 am \%aiting. 

Peer (»yn r {(cart mi his h < ttr ). 

I sliall go mad I What are you ? 

Stranger {noJding to him). 

I* ri< ndly I 
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Peer Gynt. 

Go on ! What more ? 

Stranger. 

What do you think? 
Don’t you know anyone that's like me? 

Peer Gynt. 

I know the Devil 

Stranger (lowering his voice ). 

Is he wont 

To li^dit us on the darkest paths 
Of life when we’re beset by fear? 

Peer Gynt. 

Oh! So it seems, on explanation, 

That you’re a messenger of the light ? 

Stranger. 

briend, have you known — say, twice a year 

What terror really means ? 

Peer Gynt. 

Of course. 

One is afraid when danger threatens; 

But your words are ambiguous 

Stranger. 

Well, have you ever, even once, 

Triumphed as the result of terror? 

Peer ('iYNT (looking at him ). 

If you have come to guide my steps, 

’ fwas stupid not to come before. 

It’s not much good to choose the time 
When I’m most likely to be drowned. 

Stranger. 

An«l would your triumph be more likely 
If you sat snugly by your fire? 
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Pfhr Gyst. 

JVrhaps not; but vour talk was 

How could \'ou think it wouKl alfci t uu‘? 

SXRANGl H. 

WluTo I conu* from, they think a ^inile 
Worth quite iis much as anv patlios. 

PfKR (iY\T. 

Th(Tt‘ i'^ a time for everv tlime. 

Thin^^s whieh a publican iiru' do 
Are most disi^racadul in a hi^liop. 

SrKAVGFR. 

Th(‘ souls of tliovi‘ of l)\ iL,'onc da\ s 
Whoso ashes rest m funeral mn^ 

Aren’t always in a solnnu hunmur. 

VUiK (lYM*. 

Leave mt^ V(»u bui^b* ar! (h l a\sa\ ! 

I won’t die! I mint f^et to l.iiul! 

SrK\\(,i K. 

As far as that ^oex, make your miinl 
^)uite cs'lsy ; no on* evcl dlrs 
Until he’s seen the fifth act through. 

[/)i '-xtp pears. 

Pm R r,VM. 

Ah, it slipped out <»f him at last ; — 
lie was a wrttf led Moralist. 

Sri NT III 

(ScKNK. -A churchyard hwh up in the mountain^. A 
funeral is earn:; oti. 1 he pRii sp and (he Moukm ks 
arc ju^i /imshtnfi (he la\t rer^e *ff a hymn. Pi.lK <iYni 
ih passing on (he road, and stops at the churchyard /.'a/e.) 

l^KKR GYS'T. 

Ih re's aiudher man th<‘ wav of all n<*sh. 

Well, Gfxi lx: praise<l that it isn't me! 

[Geev into the churchyard. 
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Priest. 

Now that his soul has gone to meet its God, 

And this poor dust waits like an empty husk, — 

Let us, dear friends, in a few words recall 
The dead man*s journey on this earth of ours. 

He wasn’t rich, nor was he very clever; 

His voice was weak, his bearing scarcely manly; 
f fe had no strength of mind, nor much decision ; 
Nor in his own home did he seem the master. 

His manner when he came to church was such 
As if he felt he must request permission 
To take his seat among the congregation. 

Of Gudbrandsdal he was, you know, a native. 
And he was scarce a boy when he came hither; 

And, to the last, as you no doubt have noticed. 

He always kept his right hand in his pocket. 

That same peculiarity I mention 
Was probably the only thing that stamped 
His picture on our minds; that, and the shyness — 
The almost shamefaced diffidence — with which 
He bore himself when he came in amongst us. 

But, though he was so diffident and quiet. 

And to tiie last was almost like a stranger, 

You know quite well, in spite of his concealment, 
Tlie hand he hid had no more than four fingers. — 

I w(*ll remember, many years ago, 

During the war, one morning a Conscriptiem 
Was lu'ld at Lunde. Everyone was full 
Of N<u*v\'ay*s troubles and her doubtful future. 
Behind a table, I remember, sat 
A Captain and the Mayor, and several Sergeants; 
And out' by one our lads came in, wer(‘ meiisured, 
luu’ollt'd, and duly sworn in to the army. 

The room was full; and outside in the courtyard 
Was heard tlie iifuse of the young pc<qd('’s laughter. 

A name was called out, and a Lid canu* in 
With face as white as snow upon the hilltops. 

Tht‘y told him to <'ome forward to the table. 

His right hand was all swathed up in a napkin; 
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lie gasped and swallowed — trie<l to find his voice — 
But seemod as if he liad no words to an>\\t r 
Tlie Captain's questkms. Still, at la^-t, he did; 

And then, with criinst»n face and falti iin^ ton.^ue 
That sometimes let the words out with a ru^h. 

He mumbled some tale of an ac eidi nt - 
A reapinj^-liook that slipjx'd and cut In'- fint^er 
Clean oii his hand. There was a n ‘-iK nee. 

Men exchanged glaneos; lips were mill il m sioin; 
Ia)oks of disdain wen* flaslied njxui the lad, 

Who stood there staring with unsrc ine eyes; 

He felt their sconi although he did not stv it. 

And then the Captain, an old gn v-haiivd man, 

Stood up, and spat, and jxunted to thi* dooi 
And said: “ Begone! — and so tlu* lad wa nt out. 
Those in tlu^ room divideil to make' wa\’, 

So that he ran the gauntlrt nf thmi all. 

ffe reached the door, and thm took t<» his In-rls ; 

Ran u]) tht hillside —through the woods and pastun*s 
l.»p ovHT rocks and stom s, stumbling and ^lipping — 
To where his home wa^, far u]) in tin* mountains. 

'Tw'as six months after that w lim he < amr hitlu r, 
Bringing his motlu^r, ( liikln n and betiothed. 

He least'd some land u|><»n th<' mountain '-idc 
Near to where laiinb is bounded bv lie* moor. 

As soon as it was po^^ible, hi* manird 
The mother of his ( hildo n; built a Ihmm*; 

Broke up the stony giound with "-m h '-mress 
riiat yellow' grain in j)atch<'s -.<»on ap;H .ord 
Amidst the nx ks. It’s truo that whm he wa nt 
I'o cliurrh lu* kept In'- right liaiul in his jHM ki t ; 

But on his farm I know he WMik»d as wi ll 
With nine fingi rs as othrrs with tle ir t( n. - 
'I'hen, one W( t spring, a th»o<i sw< ]it all awa\g 

They sayrd tie ir hy» but nothing rBc; and, poor 
And naked as h<* was, ho t to work 
Fo clear the ‘^oil afn -h; .ind b%* the autumn 
He’d built hiin.si-lf a hoU''e on safi r ground. 

Safer? Y<'S, from the flood but not the inountains. 
I'or, two years later, in an avalanrho 
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All that he had was overwhelmed again. 

But even avalanches had no power 
To daunt his soul. lie set to work to dig 
And clear the snow and save what might be left ; 
And, ere the winter’s snow had come again. 

He’d built his little house a third time up. 

Three sons he had — three fine young lads — and they 
Must go to school, and school was far away; 

And so, from where the public roadway ended, 

He had to cut a steep and narrow path 
Through the hard snow. And then — what did he do? 
The eldest boy had to climb up and scramble 
As best he could ; and where it was too steep 
His father roped him to him for support. 

The other two he carried in his arms 
And on his back. 

And thus, year after year, 

He drudged ; and his three sons grew to be men. 
iiien came a time wlu n he might surely ask 
lu)r something in return from them; but they, 

Three prosperous men in far Americ a, 

Had quite forgotten their Norwegian father 
And how he used to help them to the school. 

He was a man whose vision never saw 
Farther than what lay nean st to his hand. 

Words which re^^ound in other ]>eople’s hearts 
Were meaningless to him as tinkling bells; 

Family, Country — all that’s lx st and brightest — ► 
Was blurred and hiddim by a vt il of tears. 

But never did I know a man so humble. 

From that Conscription Day he carried with him 
The sense of guilt, which >howed a> plainly on him 
As did the blush of shame upon his cheek 
And his four fingers hidiUn in his |)o<'k( t. 

A breaker of his coiintiy^’s laws? Perhaps! 

But there is something that outshines the law 

As certainly as Cdittertinde’s peaks 

Stand gleaming in the sun alx>ve the clouds. 

He was a bad citizen, no doubt; 

For Church and State alike, a stt rile tree; 
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But up there on the rocky mountain side, 

In the small circle of his liearth and home, 

Where liis work lay. there I say he was great, 
liecause he was himself. Twas only tlu le 
The metal he was made of could ring tnie. 

His life was like a melody that’s jdaved 
On muted strings. — And therefore, pi ace be with 
you. 

Poor silent warrior, who fought and fell 
Waging the little war of peasant^ life! 

We will not se<’k to search the heart and nans; 
That’s not a task for us, but for hi ; Maker. 

Still, tliis I ho]>e— Sind hojH' with l onlivleut e : 

Tliat this man, as In* stands before the Thront*, 

Is not a cripj>l<‘ in the t'ves of (iod ! 

[The congregation disperses. Pi hk Gvn i rentains 
alone. 


Pklr CiVNI. 

Well, that's what I ( all C hrist lamt v ! 

Nothing in it to make one hs 1 urn as\\ 

Indeed the theme of the Piiest’s addo ^^ ^ 

That we should all strive to be ouisrl\< s - 
Is really extremt ly (‘difvmg. [/^oeAs inf<) iJtc glare 
Was it h(', I wi'iider, who slasln d his kmu kh > 

When I was felling tn cs in tin* foiest ^ 

Wlio knows? If I w'(*re not standing here 
By the* grave of this cong( iiial 
I might Ix'lieve tliat it was m\s‘ If 
That was sleeping there and was li>t< mug 
In dreams to j>rai^< s that I des( rv< <1. 

It’s really a beautiful ( hii'-tian ])ractice 
To take a kindly retro^^pM-t 
Of the whole life of the departed. 

I’d readily accept a v<*rdi< t 

From this most worthy pri< st. — Howevt r. 

I’ve still some time left, I ex|x*ct, 

Before the sexton comes and < lairns me; 

And. as the Scripture says: ” The lx st 
Is still the lx*st and, in like manner: 
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" Sufficient for the day is the evil thereof 
And, further: '' Do not borrow trouble/'—' 
The Church is the only comforter. 

Up till now I have never given 
The credit to it that is its due; 

But now I know what good it does you 
To hear authority proclaim: 

As you have sowed, so must you reap." 

We must be ourselves; in everything. 

Both great and small, we must look after 
Ourselves and what concerns ourselves. 

Though Fortune fail us we shall win 
Respect, if our careers have been 
Sliaptxl in accordance with tliis doctrine. — 

And now for home! What though the way 
Be steep and narrow — ^what though Fortune 
B(^ still malicious — old Peer Gynt 
Will go his own way, and remain, 

As always: poor but virtuous. [Goes, 


SCKNK IV 

(ScFNF. ‘.1 hillside showing the dried-up bed of a 
stream, by which btands a ruined mill. The ground is 
torn up, and everything is in a ruinous state. Otitside 
the mill an auction is taking place ; there is a large and 
noisy gathering of people, and drinking is going on. 
Ff !*K Gynt is sitting on a heap of rubbish near the 
mill.) 


Pki R Gynt. 

Bac kward or forward, it’s ju'-t as far; 

Out or in, the way's as narrow. 

Time destroys and tlit' stream cuts through. 

“ Round alxnit," saul tlie Hoyg; and we needs must, 
here. 
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A Man in Mourning.* 

Now there's nothing left but the nibbi^h. 

[Looks ill I’tER Gynt. 
Strangers, too ? God save you. sir! 

Peer Gynt. 

Well met ! This is a merry set no ; 

Is it a christening, or a wedding ? 

Man in Mourning. 

I should rather say a house-warming; 

The bride, poor thing, is food for worms. 

Peer Gynt. 

And w’orms are fighting ft)r rags and scraps. 

Man in .Mourning. 

It’s a finished story, and this is the (nd. 

Peer Gyni. 

Kvery stor^' ends the same; 

I’ve known them all sim <• I was a boy. 

A Young Boy (Iioldtrti^ a castini^dadlr), 

T.ook what a fine thing 1 have bought ! 

Peer Gynt used to m<»uld buttons with tliis. 

ANoriiEK. 

I got a fine purse for a farthing I 
A Third 

A pedlar’s pack for tw opt nee halfpenny! 

Peer Gynt, 

Peer Gynt? Who was he'* 

^fAN in Moi:kning. 

I (mly know 

He was brother in law to the bridt groom, Death, 
And also to the blacksmith Aslak. 

* The M.in in .Mourning is Aslak, who apf .ircnlly has 
ni.\rncd Ingrid and is now in mourning for her death. 
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A Man in Grey.^ 

You're forgetting me; you must be drunk! 

Man in Mourning. 

You're forgetting the loft-door at Ifaegstad. 

Man in Grey. 

So I was ; but you were never dainty. 

Man in Mourning. 

If only she doesn't play Death a trick 

Man in Grey. 

Come on ! Have a drink with your relation ! 

Man in Mourning. 

Relation be damned ! Your drunken fancies 

Man in Grey. 

Oh, nonsense! Blood is thicker than that; 

At least we're both Peer Gynt's relations. 

[They go off together. 

Peer Gynt (aside). 

I'm meeting old friends. 

A Boy (calling after the Man in Mourning). 

My poor dead mother 

Will come after you, Aslak, if you get drinking. 

Peer Gynt (getting up). 

The Agticulturalists are wrong; 

It doesn’t smell be tter the deeper you dig. 

A Boy (with a bearskin). 

Here’s the Dovre-Cat ! — or at least his skin! 

It was h(' chased the Troll on Christmas Eve. 

ANoniER (ii;ith a pair of reinJeer^horns), 

Here’s the tine buck on which Peer Gynt 
Rode rigid alimg the ridge of Gendin. 

* The Man in (»rey is Ma^ls MiK'n. 
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A Third 

{with a hammer, calls to the Man in Mourning). 
Hi! Aslak! Do you know this luiininer? 

Was it this you used wiun the Devil e^eajx'd? 

A Fourth {showing his empty hands). 
Mads Moen, here*s the invi^il)le cloak 
In which Peer Gynt and In^iul vanished. 

Peer Gynt 

S(^me brandy, boys! Pin feeling old ; 
ril hold an auction of all iny rubbi-h. 

A Boy. 

What have you got to sell ? 

Peer (iYsr. 

le ; 

It's up at Ronde, and solidly built. 

Boy. 

I bid one button I 

Peek (iYNT. 

\ drink with it, tlu n 
It’s a sin and a ^hainc' to olfer 


Another Bov. 

He's a merry old chap! 

{I'hc crowd gathers round Pmo< Gynt. 


Wlio bids? 


Peer CWm. 

Ciniiie, inv heirsr ! — 


One of the C kowd. 
Wher<' i> lie? 


Peer (iYnt. 

A wav in tlu* Wf'-t ! 

Near the sun-ct, Uiys! He ran trot a'- fa t 
As Peer Gynt could make up hi'> lies. 

0 747 
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Voices. 

What more have you ? 

Peer Gynt. 

Both gold and rubbish I 
I bought them at a loss, and now 
ril sell them at a sacrifice. 


A Boy. 

Put them up I 

Peer Gynt. 

A vision of a prayer-book I 
You may have it for a hook and eye. 

Boy. 

Deuce take your visions! 

Peer Gynt. 

Tlien — mv Empire! 

I throw it to you; you may scramble for it! 

Boy. 

Does a crown go with it? 

Peer Gynt. 

A lovely crown 

Of straw, and it will fit the first 

That puts it on. — something morel 

An empty egg! Grey hair of a madman ! 

The Prophet's beard! — You mav^ have them alb 
If you’ll only show me on the Iiillside 
A sign|>ost marked: " T!ii>. i> the way "'I 

The Mayor {who has come up). 

The wav vou’re going on. mv man, 

1 think will lead you to the lock-up. 

Peer Gynt {with his hat in his hand), 
'Ver>' likely. But, tell me, who was Peer Gynt? 
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The Mayor. 

Oh, bother — ! 

Peer Gynt. 

Excuse me — I want to know — I 
The Mayor. 

VVVll, — they say, an incurable romancer. 

Peer Gynt. 

RornaiK'er ? 

The Mayor. 

Yes; romaru id abotit 
All sorts of glorious dia-ils as if 
He had doiit' all of tluan hiiiwt If. 

Excuse me now, mv frit n<!, I’m b\isv 

away, 

Pi J.R (iYM. 

And where’s tliis woiiilca ful ft llt)w nt>w ? 

An Ivederi.y Man. 

He went ovtTst a to a ftnt-u n land, 

And came to grief as out* might liavt' tinl. 

It's many years now smt t* ht* was hanged. 


Peer CjYsi, 

Ifangt d? Dt ar mt ! 1 was sure i)f it ; 
riie latt' Peer (lynt was himst If to the last. 

[fh)WS. 

Good-bye. I'm mut h obligtd to you all! 

[Takes a few steps, then stops. 
You merry Ikjvs and lt>velv womt n. 

May 1 till you a ‘-tory in rt turn? 

Voices. 

Yes, if you know one] 
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Peer Gynt. 

Certainly. 

[Comes back to them. His face takes on ari 
altered expression. 

I was in San Fran( isco, gold-cli/^'f^in;:^, 

Anri the whol() town was full of freaks; 

One played the fiddle with his toes, 

One danced fandangos on his knees, 

A third, I heard, kept making v'(TS( s 

While holes were bored right througli his skull. 

To this freak-show the Devil came, 

T() try liK Iik k like so many others. 

Ifis line was this: he could imitate 
The gninting of a pig exactly, 
iris personality attracted 
Although he was not recognized. 

The hous(' was full, and on tenterhooks 
Of expectation. In he strode, 

Dressed in a eape^ with flowing wing^; 

Man muss sick drappicren, as the (iermans say. 

Hut no OIK* knew that in his cap(' 

He had a little pig concealed. 

And now he started his performanc e. 

The devil pinched ; the pig gavt* tongue. 

The? wholt‘ was a fantasia 
On a pig’s life, from birth to slaughter, 
landing up with a shriek like that 
Which follows (Ui tlu‘ slaughtc n r’s stroke; 

With which, the artist bowed and went. — 

Then thiue arose a keen discussion 
Among the experts in the audii it e. 

The noises weri' both praised and < < n^uied; 

Some found the tone of them t<^o thin, 

OtIuTs declared the dying shriek 
Was far too studied; but they all 
Were of the same mind on one }Hunt: 

That the porfonnance w’as, qua grunt, 

K xceed ing 1 y e x agge rated . 

You see, that’s what the Devil got, 
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Because he’d made the sad mistake 
Of reckoning:: vvitlioiit his public. 

[Bows and goes axtay. An uneasy silence falls 
on the croud. 


SCKVK V 

(Scene. — A clearing in a greal forest, on the Fve of 
Pentecost. In the background is seen a hut, a ith a pan 
of reindeer-horns over the door. Pi er (ivs r is on all- 
fours on the ground, grubbing up u ild onions.) 

Peek (iYnt. 

This is OIK* stand jioint. Where* i-^ the lu xt ? 

One should try all thinj:^s and cIk^jsc the Inst. 

1 have done that, Pve Ix en a ( x-ar, 

And now Pm beliavini: like Ne*i)Ui h.uinr//.ir. 

So I mij^lU go thn.»UL;h Hibh* history. 

This old lK)y’s bark to mothe r eaith. 

I rt*member the Book ^avs: “ J)u^t thou ait.” 

The great thing in lif<- is to fill vour bt lly. 
h'ill it with onions? It inatt(*rs littU*; 

I’ll fit some cunning traj>s and ‘-nari s. 

There is a brook; I’ll not go thir'-tv; 

And all wild things shall do inv bidding. 

.And, supix)se I di(‘ which perha])s niav happen - 
I'll cb‘< p beneath a fallen tier; 

Like the bear, 1*11 cover invs< If with h aw s, 

And scratch in the bark, in gn at big h tlri 
” Here lies Peer Gynt, a decent < iiaj), 

Who was PhnjH ror of all the Hea'^t-..” 

Km]x?ror? [l,aughs to hunsclf. 

You absurd old humbug! 

You're not an em|H ror, you're an oni( n! 

Now, my dear Peer, Pm going to jkc 1 you, 

However little you inav enjoy it. 

\f Fakes an onion and peels it, layer by layer. 
There’s the untidy out< r husk ; 

That's the shipwrecked man (.n the wreck of the* Ix^at ; 
Next layer’s the Passenger, thin anci skinny — 
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Still smacking of Peer Gynt a little. 

Next we come to the gold-digger self; 

The pith of iPs gone — someone's seen to that. 

This layer witli a hardenc‘d edge 
Is the fur-hunter of Hudson's Bay. 

The next oner's like a crown. No, thank you! 

We'll tlirow it away without further question. 

Here’s the Anti(]uarian, short and sturdy; 

And here is the Prophet, fresh and juicy; 

He stinks, as the saying goes, of lies 
En(jugh to bring water to your eyes. 

This layer, elfominatcly curled. 

Is the man who lived a life of pleasure. 

The next looks sickly. It’s streaked with black. 
Black may mean missionaries or negroes. 

[P«//s off several layers together. 
There’s a most surprising lot of layers! 

Are we never coming to the kernel ? 

{Pulls all that is left to pieces. 
There i-^n’t one! To the innermost bit 
It’s nothing but layers, smaller and smaller. 

Nature’s a joker! {Throws the bits away from him. 

Deuce take all thinking! 

If you begin that, you may miss your footing. 

Well, anvway I don’t run that rLsk 
As long as I’m down on all-fours here. 

{Scratches the back of his head. 
Life’s an uncommonly odd contraption; 

It plays an underhand gaim^ with us; 

If yt)U try to catch hold of it, it eludes you. 

And you get what vou didn't exf^^ect — or nothing. 

{Coes closer to the hut, looks at it, and starts. 
That hut ? In the fon st- ~! ICh ? {Rubs his eyes. 

I'm certain 

I must have sei n that liut before. 

The reindeer-horns there, over the door- -! 

A mermaid carved on the end of the gable—! 

Tliat’s a lie! No mermaitl — ^just logs and nails — 

And the bolt that ^la^uld ke<'pout plaguv thouglits — ! 

[SoLVi-.Ki's voice is heard from the hut. 
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SOLVEIG (singing). 

Now all is ready for Pentecost. 

Dear lad far away, are you coining near? 

If vour burden's heavy, then rest awliile; 

1 shall wait, because I j)romised you, dear, 

[Peer Gynt rises to his feci, deathly pale and quieJ. 

Peer Gynt. 

One who remembered — and one who forgot ; 

One who has kept what the oth 'r has lost. 

Life's serious, not a foolish jest ! 

Ah, misery! my Empire lav 1 

[/vuns into (he wood. 


Scene VI 

(Scene. — A moor with firs, at night. A forest fire has 
laid it waste. Charred tree-trunks for miles around. 
Patches of white mist are lying here and there over the 
ground. Peek Gynt comes running over the moor.) 

Peer Gynt. 

Ashes, mists and diist-c haids living — 

Fine material to build with! 

Stench and rottenness within thrm; 

All a whited sejnd( hre. 

Fancie s, dreams and still-lM)rn wiMluin 
For a bas(*, while lies shall ^erve 
For a staircase for tlu* building 
Of a lofty pyramid. 

Flight from everything that’s wortliy; 

No rejx'ntance — < nlv tfTior; 

These shall cap a building lalx Ihd : 

“ Petrus GyntiH ( icsar f< Ot ”! \[As(ens. 

What is that souivl lik(^ childn n’s uec ping?- 
Weeping that is half a song ^ 

What are tlie'-»’ that 1 see rolling 
At mv feet, lik<‘ ]>alls of thread? 

[Kicks his feet about. 
Get away! You block the path up! 
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The Threadballs* (on the ground). 

We are thoughts; 

You should have thought us; 

Little feet, to life 
You should have brought us ! 

Pkf.r Gynt (going round them). 

I’ve only brought one thought to life, — 

And it was wry and bandy-legged! 

The Threadballs. 

We should have risen 
With glorious sound ; 

But here like threadballs 
We arc earth-bound. 

Peer Gynt (stumbling). 

Threadballs! You infernal rascrds! 

Are you tripping up your father? [Runs av:ay. 

Withered I.eaves (flying before the wind). 

We are a wat(iiword; 

You should hava* used us! 

Life, bv your sloth, 

H<is Ix'en refused us. 

Vyv worms we’re ( ateil 
All up and down ; 

No fruit will hav(' us 
For spnsading i rown. 

Pi:er Gynt. 

Still, voii liave not i)eeii born for nothing; 

Lit' still, and you will servi' for manure. 

A Sighing in the Air. 

Wt' are songs; 

Yt»u should have sung us! 

In the depths of your heart 

' The idea of Trolls incorjwrated in threadballs is frequently 
met with in Scandinavian folklore. 
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Despair has wrung usl 
\\V lay and waited; 

You called us n<»t. 

Mav your throat and voice 
With poison rot ! 

Pri-R Gvnt. 

Poison vourselves, you sillv doggen l! 

Had I any time for verse ami twaddlr? 

[G'ecs' /(> lytte Sliic. 

Dewdkops {Jropptui^ ihc ht amhes). 

Wo arc tears 

Which were lu vc-r sIk cI, 

Tlu' rutting i< e 
Which all lu .irts drea<l 
Wi* co\ild have in< lied; 
l>ut now it'^ dart 
Is frozen into 
A stuh])<>in lu^art. 

The wound i^ < losod ; 

Our power is lo^t. 

Pia.K (iv\r. 

Thanks! — I wept at l\<>nde^vah n. 

And got a thrashing on llie l>ai k-rh I 

Broken Si haws. 

We are th eds 

You liave left undoip'; 

Stiangh d by doubt, 

Spoiled ere lx*gun. 

At the Judgment Day 
W'e shall be there 
Ti) tell (uir tale ; 

How vmU you fan*? 

Peer Gvnt. 

Rubbish! You can't cf)ndrmn a man 
l or actions that he hasn't doiu* ! 
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Aase's Voice {from afar off). 

Fie, what a driver! 

Ugh 1 You've upset me 
Into a snowdrift. 

Muddied and wet me. 

Peer, where’s the Castle ? 

You've driven madly; 

The whip in your hand 
The Devil's used badly 1 

Peer Gynt. 

I'd best be off while I am able. 

If I have to bear the burden 

Of the Devil's sins, I’ll sink 

Into the ground. I find my own 

Quite a heavy enough load. [/?/ms off. 


Scene VII 

(Scene. — Another part of the moor.) 

Peer Gynt {singhig). 

A sexton 1 a sexton I Where are you all ? 

OpiTi your bleating mouths and sing! 

W(‘’ve bands of crap(^ tied round our hats. 

And plenty of corpses for burying! 

[The Button Moulder, carrying his box of 
tools and a big casting-ladle, comes in by 
a side path. 

Button Moulder. 

Will met, gaffer! 

Peer Gynt. 

Good evening, my friend ! 

Bur TON Moulder. 

You seem in a hurr\'. Where are you going? 
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Peer Gynt. 

To a funeral. 

Button Moulder. 

Really ? My slight's not good — 
Excuse me — is your name by any chance Peer? 

Peer (iYnt. 

Peer Gynt’s my name. 

Button Moulder. 

What a ]neco of luck! 

It was just Peer Gynt 1 was looking for. 

Peer Gynt. 

Were you? What for? 

Button Moulder. 

Well, as you see, 

I am a button mouhhT; and you 
Must be popped into my Casting-ladle. 


What for? 


Peer Gynt. 
Bui roN Moulder. 


So as to be meltcxl down. 


Peer Gynt. 

Melted ? 

Button Moult>er. 

Yes; it’s { h an and it’^ <’mptN’. 
Your grave is dug and your coffin onlen'<!; 
Your bcxlv w'ill mak(‘ fin<- food for worms; 
But the Master’s orders bicl me U U h 
Your soul at (;nre. 

Peer Gynt. 

Im|x>s'-ible ! 

Like this? — \vith(nit the slightest warning? 
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Button Moulder. 

Alike for funerals and confinements 
Tli<! custom is to choose the day 
Without giving the slightest warning 
To the chief guest of the occasion. 

Peer Gvnt. 

Quite so. My head is going round! 

You are — ? 

Button Moulder. 

You lu‘ard; a button moulder. 

Peer Gynt. 

I understand! A favourite child 
Is called by lots of names. — ^Wt ll, Peer, 

So that's to be the (iid of your journey! — 
Still, it’s a scurvy trick to plav rne. 

I deserved something a little kinder. 

I’m not so bad as perhaps vou think; 

I’ve doru' some little gooil in the world. 

At worst I might be called a bungler, 

But certainly not an out-and-out sinner. 

Button Moulder. 

l^ut that is just the point, my man. 

In the highest stmse you'n' not a sinner; 

So you escape th<‘ pangs of tornu nt 
And come into the Qisting-ladlc. 

Peer Gynt. 

Oh, call it what you like — a ladle 
Or the bottt)ml<'ss [)it — it’s just the same! 
(linger is always hot in the mouth, 
Whatever you may bo pleased to call it. 
Satan, away! 

Button Moulder. 

You are not so rude 
As to think that I’ve a clovt*n hoof? 
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Cloven hoof or fox's claws — 

Whichever you like. So now jxirk off! 

Mind your own bu'^iness, and be off! 

Button Moulder. 

Mv friend, you're under a great delusion. 

We're both in a hurry ; so, to save time, 
ril try to e.xplain the matter to you. 

You are, as you yourself have saul, 

Nothing great in the way of a sinner — 

Scarcely a midclling one, perhaps 

Peer Gy.st. 

Now you are talking reasonably. 

Button Moulder. 

Wait «a bit ! — I think it would be going 
Too far to call you virtu<nis 

PeI'R ('iYNT. 

I a rtainly don’t lay claim to that. 

IbJTTON Mouidi r. 

Wi ll, tlien, ‘-ay, soiiK'thing betwixt and hetwei n. 

Sinners in the true grand style 

Arc seldom met with nowada\’s; 

d'hat st\de of sin nc*eds power of mind- — 

It’s something m<»re tlian ilabbling m mud. 

Peer Gynt. 

That’s perfectly tru<‘; (»n»- should go at it 
With something of a B< O'-* rk’s fury. 

Button .Moulder. 

You, on the contrary^ my fiieiid. 

Took sinning lightly. 

Peer (ivsT. 

Ju'-t, my friend, 

A little mud-spla^lied, so to spi ak. 
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Button Moulder. 

Now we're agreed. The bottomless pit 
Is not for you who played with mud. 

Peer Gynt. 

Consequently, my friend, I take it 
That I may have your leave to go 
Just as I came? 

Button Moulder. 

Oh no, my friend — 
Consequently you'll be melted down. 

Peer Gynt. 

What's this new game that you've invented 
While I have been abroad ? 

Button Moulder. 

The practice 

Is just as old as the Creation, 

And was invented for the purjx)sc 
Of keeping things up to the standard. 

You know in metal work, for instance. 

It sometimes happen^ tliat a easting 
Turns out a failure, absolutely — 

Buttons are turned out without loops. 

What would you do in such a case ? 

Peer Gynt. 

I'd throw' the trash away. 

Button Moulder. 

Exactly. 

Your father had the reputation 
Of reckless wastefulness as long 
As he had anything to w'aste. 

The Master, on the other hand. 

Is economical, you sec, 

And therefore is a ixum of substance. 

He never throws away as useless 



21 1 


Peer Gynt 

A single thing that may be dealt with 
As raw material. — Now, you 
Were meant to be a gleaming button 
C)n the World's waistcoat, but your loop 
Was missing ; so you've got to go 
Into the scrap-heap, to be merged 
Into the mass. 


Peer Gynt. 

But do you mean 
That I've got to be melted down 
With any Tom and Dick and Harry 
And moulded fresh ? 

Button Moulder. 

That’s what I UK'an. 

That's what we've done to not a few, 

It’s what they do at the mint witli money 
When the coin is too much wo.n with use. 

Peer Gynt. 

But it’s simply disgusting nigganllini ssl 
My dear friend, won’t you let me go? 

loopless button — a smooth-wt)rn com — 

What arc they to a man of your master’s substance ? 

Button Moulder. 

The fact of your having a soul’s t nough 
To give you a certain intrinsic value. 

Peer Gynt. 

No, 1 say! No I With tooth and nail 
ril fight against it! I'd rather, far, 

Put up with anything than that ! 

BuiroN M(*ulder. 

But what do you mean by anything ”? 

You must be reasonable, you kniAv ; 

You’re not the sort tfiat goes to Heaven 
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Peer Gynt. 

Fm humble; I don’t aim so high 
As that; but Fm not going to lose 
A single jot of what’s myself. 

Let me be sentenced in ancient fashion ; 

Send me to Him with the Cloven Hoof 
For a certain time — say, a hundred years, 

If the sentence must be a very severe one. 

That’s a thing I daresay one might put up witli; 
The torture would then be only moral. 

And perhaps, after all, not so very tremendous. 

It would be a transition, so to speak, 

As the fox said.^ If you wait, there comes 
Deliverance and you may get back; 

Meanwhile you hope for better days. 

But the other idea — to be swallowed up 
Like a speck in a mass of strange material — 

This ladl(‘ business — losing all 
The attributes that make a Gynt — 

That fills my inmost soul with horror! 

Button Moulder. 

But, my dear Peer, there is no need 
For you to make so great a fuss 
About so small a thing; because 
You lU'ver yvt have been vourstdf. 

Wliat dilferenc e can it make to vou 
If, when you die, you disappear? 

Peer Cyst, 

/'ve n(‘ver been myself! Haha! 

You almost make me laugh. Pe er Gynt 
Anything but himstdf !- -No. no, 

Friend Button Moulder, you are wrong; 

You’re judging blindly. If you searched 
My inmost being, you woul<l find 
Fm P('t‘r right through, and nothing i lse. 

' ** As the fox said when they skinned him." A Norwegian 
|5roverb. 
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Button Moulder. 

Impossible. Here are my orders. 

See, they say: " You will fetch Peer Gynt. 
He has defied his destiny. 

He is a failure, and must go 
Straight into the Casting-ladle.'* 

Peer Gynt. 

\Vliat nonsense ! It must surely mean 
Some other Gynt, Arc you quite sure 
That it says Peer? — not John, or Rasmus? 

Button Moulder. 

I melted them down long ago. 

Now, come along and don't waste time. 

Peer Gynt. 

No, that I won't ! Supj>osc to-morrow^ 

You found that it meant someone eKo? 
That would be pleasant! My good man. 
You must be careful, and remember 
What a responsibility 

Butto.n Moulder. 

I've got my orders to protect me. 

Peer (^ynt. 

Give me a little respite, tiu n! 

IbjTTON Moulder. 

What for? 

Peer Gynt. 

I will find mran^ to prove 
That, all my life, I’ve l)< < n mv^eif; 

That Ls, of couE-c, the ]K>int at ir>suc. 

I5UTTON Moulder, 

Prove it ? But liow ? 

p747 
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Peer Gynt. 

With witnesses 

And testimonials. 

Button Moulder. 

I fear 

That you won’t satisfy the Master. 

Peer Gynt. 

Tm quite sure that I shall! Besides, 

Wc’ll talk about that when the time comes. 
Dear man, just let me have myself 
On loan for quite a little while. 

I will come back to you. We men 
Are not bom more than once, you know, 

And naturally we make a fight 
To keep the self with which we came 
Into the world. — ^Arc we agreed? 

Button Moulder. 

So be it. But, remember this: 

At the next crossroads we shall meet. 

[Peer Gynt rutis off . 


Scene VIII 

(Scene . — Another part of the moor ,) 

Peer Gynt (running in ). 

Time is money, as |>eople say. 

If I only knew where the crossroads are — 

It may be near, or it may bo far. 

The ground seems to burn my feet like fire. 

A witness! A witness! Where shall I find one? 
It's next to impossible, here in the forest. 

The world’s a bungle! It's managed wrong. 
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If it's necessary for a man to prove 
His rights that are clear as the noonday sun ! 

[A bent Old Man\ u ith a staff in bis hand and a 
bag on his back, hobbles up to Pler Gynt. 

Old Man. 

Kind sir, give a homeless old man a pt imy! 

Peer Gynt. 

I’m sorry — I have no change about me 

Old Man. 

Prince Peer! Can it be that we meet at last ? 


Why, wlio — ? 


Peer Gynt. 
Old Man. 


He's forgotten the old man at Ronded 


Peer (^ynt. 

You surely are never — ? 

Old Man. 

Tlie King of the Dovic. 
Peer (jYnt. 

The Troll King? Really? ThcTiolI King? — An->\vcrl 
Old Man. 

I'm he, but in diffen nt ein iimslances. 


Peek (Wnt. 


Ruined ? 


Old Man. 

Ave, roblwl of everything; 
A tramp, and as hungr>^ as a wolf. 


Peer Gynt. 

Hurrah! Such witnesses as this 
Don't grow on every trecl 
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Old Man. 

Your Highness 
Has grown grey too since last we met. 

Peer Gynt. 

Worry and age, dear father-in-law. 

Well, let*s forget our private affairs; 

And, above all, our family squabbles. 

I was a foolish youth 


Old Man. 

Yes, yes; 

You were young, and youth must have its fling. 
And it*s lucky for you that you jilted your bride; 
You’ve escaped a lot of shame and bother, 

For afterwards she went clean to the bad 


Dear me I 


Peer Gynt. 


Old Man. 

Now she may look after herself. 

Just think — she and Trond have gone olf together. 


What Trend? 


Peer Gynt. 
Old Man. 


Of the Valfjeld. 


Peer Gynt. 

He? Aha, 

I robbed him of the cowherd girls. 

Old Man. 

But my grandson’s grown a fine big fellow 
And has bouncing babies all over the country. 


Peer Gynt. 

Now, my dear man, I must cut you short; 
I am full of quite a different matter. — 
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Tm in rather a difficult position. 

And have to get a certificate 
Or a testimonial from someone; 

And I think you’ll be the very person. 

I can always raise the wind enough 
To stand you a drink 

Old Man. 

Oh! Can I really 

Be of assistance to Your Higliness? 

Perhaps, if that is so, you’ll give me 
A character in return? 

Peer Gvnt. 

Witli pleasure. 

Pm a little short of ready money 
And have to be careful in t very wav. — 

Now, listen to me. Ot co\irse you rem<‘ml>er 
How I came that niglU to woo your duuglitcr 

Old Man. 

Of course, Your Highness! 

Peer ('«ynt. 

Oil, drop the titlel 

Well, you wanted to do me violrnce - 
To spoil my sight by cutting mv eyeball, 

And turn Peer (ivnt into a Troll. 

What did I do? I strongly obj* * trd ; 

Swore I w’ould stand on inv own fet t ; 

Gave up my love, and powrr and imnour^. 
Simply and solely to Ix^ myself. 

I want you to swear to that in court 

Old Man, 

I can’t do that ! 


Peer Gvnt. 

What's that 3*ou*re saying? 



2i8 


Peer Gynt 

Old Man. 

You’ll surely not force me to swear a lie? 
Remember that you put on Troll breeches. 

And tasted our mead 

Peer Gynt. 

Yes, you tempted me 
Rut I resolutely made up my mind 
'I'hat I would not give in. And l/ial's the way 
A man shows what he’s worth. A song 
Depends on its concluding verse. 

Old Man. 

But the conclusion, Peer, was just 
The opposite of what you think. 

Peer Gynt. 

What do you mean ? 

Old Man. 

You took away 

My motto graven on your lieart. 


Peer Gynt. 

What motto? 

Old Man. 

That compelling word — 


Peer Gynt. 

Word—? 

Old Man. 

— that distingui'^hes a Troll 

From Mankind: ” Troll, to thyself be - 

Lnot4^h ’’! 


Peer (iYNt (:nth a shriek). 
Enough J 
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Old Man. 

And, ever since, 

With all the energy you have, 

You've lived according to that motto. 

Peer Gynt. 

I ? I ? Peer Gynt ? 

Old Man (weeping). 

You're most ungrateful. 

You’ve lived like a Troll, but have kept it secret. 

The word I taught has enabled vou 
To move in the w^orld like a welbto-do man; 

And now you begin abusing me 

And the word to which you owe gratitude. 

Peer Gynt. 

Enough! — A mere Troll 1 An egoist! 

It must be nonsense — it can't be true*! 

Old Man (producing a bundle of newspaper'^). 

Don't you suppose that we !iav(» our paixns? 

Wait : I will ^how you in black and white 
How the Bloksherg Post has s\mg your ])raises; 

The H chief jeld News has done tlu* same 
Ever since tlie winter you went al)road. 

Will you read them. Peer? I'll be pK a^-ed to let you. 
Here's an article signed: “ Stallion's Hor»f.” 

Here’s one: " On the National S]>irit of riolldoin 

The writer shows lunv tnie it is 

That it doesn't dejx nd upon hoi ns or taiK, 

But on having the spirit of Trolihood in one. 

"Our ‘Enough,’" he con(lu<ies, " is what giv(\s the 
stamp 

Of Troll to Man an<l he mentions you 
As a striking instaiu'e. 

Pelr Gynt. 

I -a Troll? 
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Old Man. 

It seems quite clear. 

Peer Gynt. 

Then I might have stayed 
Where I was, and lived in peace and comfort 
At Roncle! I might have saved shoe leather. 
And spared myself much toil and trouble! 

Peer Gynt — a Troll! It*s a pack of lies! 
Good-bye! Here’s a penny to buy tobacco. 

Old Man. 

But, dear Prince Peer — ! 

Peer Gynt. 

Oh, drop this nonsense! 
You’re mad, or else you’re in your dotage. 

Go to a hospital. 

Old Man. 

Aye, it’s that 

I’m looking for. But, as I told you. 

My grandson’s very influential 
In all this part, and tells the people 
I don’t exist exce])t in legends. 

The saying goes that one’s relations 
Are always the worst ; and now, alas, 

1 feel the truth of it. It’s sad 
To be lo(^ked on as being merely 
A legendary personage 

Peer Gynt. 

Dear man, you’re not the only one 
To suffer that inkhap. 

Old Man. 

And then, 

We Trolls have nothing in the way 
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Of Charities or Savings Banks 
Or Alms-boxes; such institutions 
Would never be acceptable 
At Ronde. 

Peer Gyxt. 

No; and there you see 
The work of your confounded motto — 
Your fine “ To thyself be enough "! 

Old Man. 

Your Highness has no need to grumble. 
And if, in some way or another — ? 

Peer Ciynt. 

You're on the wrong sc<‘nt altogether; 

I’m at the end of my roourccs. 

Old Man. 

Impossible! Your Higliness njined ? 

Peer C'iynt. 

Cleared out. Even my ])rim ely self 
Is now in j)a\\n. And tliat’s \'our fault. 
You cursed Trolls! It onlv ^hows 
What comes of <‘vil ('omi>any. 

Old Man. 

So there’s another of my hopes 
Dt stroyedl — Go<Kl-bye! I’d better try 
And lx‘g my way down to the town 

Peer CiYnt. 

And when you’re there, wliat will you do? 

Old Man. 

I'll try and go u|X3n the stage. 

They’re advertising for National T3'pcs 
In the papers. 
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Peer Gynt. 

Well, good luck to you I — 

And give my kind regards to them ! 

If I can only free myself, 

ril go the same way too. Fll write 

A farce that shall be both profound 

And entertaining, and its title 

Shall be: Sic Transit Gloria Mundi." 

[^Runs off along the path, leaving the Old 
Man calling after him. 


Scene IX 

(Scene. — At crossroads.) 

Peer Gynt. 

This is the tightest comer. Peer, 

You’ve ever been in. The Trolls’ " Enough ” 
Has done for you. Your ship’s a wreck; 

You must cling to the wreckage — anything — 
To avoid the general ^d)bi^h heap. 

Button Moulder (at the parting of the ways). 
Well, Peer Gynt? And your witnesses? 

Peer (iYnt. 

What, crossroatls here? This is quick work. 

Button Moui der. 

I ran read your face as easily 

As I ran a book, and know your thoughts. 

Peicr (iYNT. 

I’m tired from miming — one goes astray 

Button Moulder. 

Yos; and, bi'sides, what docs it lead to? 
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Peer Gynt. 

True enough; in the woods, in this failing light 

Button Moulder. 

There’s an old man trudging along; shall we call him ? 

Peer Gynt. 

No, let him alone; he’s a drunken scamp. 

Button Moulder. 

But perhaps he could 

Peer Gynt. 

Hush! No — don’t call him! 

Button Moulder. 

Is that the way of it ? 

Peer Gynt. 

Just one (picstion ; 

What is it really to “ be one's self ” ? 

Button Moulder. 

That’s a strange question from a man 
Who just now 

Peer Gyst. 

Tell me what I a‘^k( (l you. 

BuiroN Moit DI R. 

To be om ’s self is to ^lay on< 's m If.^ 

But as ixThafys that explanation 
Is thrown away on you, let's say; 

To follow out, in everything, 

What the Master’s intention was. 

‘ i.e., to kill the ba^c part of one's nature that one's r 
»clf may live. 
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Peer Gynt. 

But suppose a man was never told 
What tile Master's intention was? 

Button Moulder. 

Insight should tell him. 

Peer Gynt. 

But our insight 
5v) often is at fault, and then 
We’re thrown out of our stride completely. 

Button Moulder. 

Quite so, Peer Gynt. And lack of insight 
Gives to our friend with the Cloven Ifoof 
Ills strongest weapon, let me tell you. 

Peer Gynt. 

It’s all an extri iiu ly subtle problem. — 

But, li-.t('n ; I giv^e up my claim 
To hav^e Ix'en m\’S(‘lf; it ver}* likely 
Would b(' too (lidieult to prov(‘ it. 
ril not attempt to fight tin* point. 

But, as I was wand(‘ring all alone 
Over the moor just now, I felt 
A sudde n prii'k from the S]>ur of ('onsciimre. 
I said to myself: ** You are a sinner " 

Button Moulder. 

Oh, now you’re back to wlu're you started— 
Peer (iYnt. 

No, not at all ; I mean a one, — 

Not only in (UhhI, but in thought and word. 

I lived a dreadful life abroad 

Button Moulder. 

May be; but have von anything 
To show to prove it ? 
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Peer Gynt. 

Give me time; 

I’ll find a priest, and pet it all 
In writing, properly attested. 

Button Moulder. 

If vou can do that, it will clear things up, 

Anil you will be spared tlic Castiuf;-lauli . 

13ut my orders, Peer 

Peer Gynt. 

Tlu-v're on ver\' ('Id paper 
It certainly dates from a long time hack, 

When the life I lived was loose and foohsli. 

I posed as a Prophet and Fatalist.— 

Well, may 1 try? 

Burros Mot'i.Di R. 

But 

Peek Gynt. 

IV ohligiiigl 

I’m sure you have no gn at pr< ss oi hu iie-ss. 

It's excellent air in tliis |'art of tin- < omitiv, 

I’hey sav it adds years to the people’s hv< 

'riK' l'arson at just. dal used to sav: _ 

" It IS seldom that anyone diC' ui this v.dl' \ . 

BuiroN .Mouiiu-K 

As far as the next crossroads -no faither. 

Peer Gysr. 

1 must find a parson, if I have ^ 

To go through fin- and water to g( t him 
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Scene X 


(Scene. — A heathery slope. A winding path leads up 
to the hills.) 


Peer Gynt. 

You never can tell what will come in useful, 

As Eshen ^ said of the magpie's wing. 

Who would have thought that one's sinfulness 
Would, in the end, prove one's salvation? 

The whole affair is a ticklish business, 

For it's out of the frying-pan into the fire; 

But still there's a saying that's very true — 
Namely, that while there's life there's hope. 

[i4 Thin Person, dressed in a priest's cassock 
which is well tucked up, and carrying a 
bird-catcher's net over his shoulder, comes 
running down the hill. 

Who's that witli the bird-md? It's a parson! 
Hurrah! I am really in luck to-day! — 

Good afternoon, sir! The path is rough 

Thin Person. 

It is; but what would not one put up with 
To win a soul? 


Peer Gynt. 

Oh, then there's someone 
Wlio's bound for heaven ? 

Thin Person. 

Not at all; 

I ho|M' he's Ix^und for another place. 


» Ksbca AskehidU. in a folk*tale, where his finding of a 
dead magpie led to his winning the hand of the fair Princess, 
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Peer Gynt. 

May I walk with you a little way ? 

Thin Person. 

By all means; Pm ^lad of company. 

Peer Gynt. 

Something is on my mind — 

Thin Person. 

Speak on f 

Peer Gynt. 

You have the look of an honest man. 

I have always kept my count ry*s laws 
And have never ^en pul under lock and key; 
Still, a man misses his footing someliiues 
And stumbles 


Thin Person. 

That''^ so, with the best of us. 

Peer Gyst, 

These trifles, you know 

This Person. 

Only trifles? 


Peer Gynt. 


Yes : 

I have never gone m for wlujlesale sinning. 


Thin Person. 

Then, my dear man, don’t Ixjther me. 
Pm not the man you seem to think. 

I see you’re looking at my fingers; 
What do you think of them? 
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Peer Gynt. 

Your nails 
Seem most remarkably developed. 

Thin Person. 

And now youTe glancing at my feet ? 

Peer Gynt {pointing). 

Is that hoof ^ natural? 

Thin Person. 

Of course. 

Peer Gynt {lifting his hat). 

I would have sworn you were a parson. 

And so I have the honour to meet — ? 

What lurk! If the front door is open, 

One doesn't use tlie servants' entrance; 

If one should meet the King himself, 

One need not seek approach througli lackeys. 

Thin Person. 

Shake hands! You seem unprejudiced. 

Mv dear sir, what can I do to serve you ? 

You must not ask uk? for wt’alth or power; 

I haven’t suc h a tiling to give you, 

Howev'er willing I might be. 

You wouldn’t belie vt how bad things are 
With us just now; nothing goes right; 

Souls are ^o scarce — ^just now and then 
A single one 


Peer Gynt. 

Have people, then, 

Improved so wonderfullv? 

* In Scan»lin.ivian folklore the Devil is traditionally repre- 
sented with a horse's hoof for a right foot. 
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Thin Person. 

No, 

Just the reverse,— deteriorated 
Shamefully ; the most of them 
End in the Casting-ladle. 

Peer Gynt. 

Ah! 

I've heard a little about that; 

It really was on that account 
That I approached you. 

Thin Person. 

Speak quite freely! 

Peer Gynt. 

Well, if it's not too much to ask, 

I'm very anxious to secure 

Thin Person. 

A snug retreat, eli ? 

Peer (xynt. 

You have guesstnl 
What I would ^ay before I said it. 

You say youTe not doing mucli bu^-iiu ss. 
And so perhaps my small suggestion 
May not be irksome 

Thin Perso.n. 

But, my friend 

Peer Gynt. 

I do not ask for much. Of course 
I shouldn't look for anv wages. 

But only as far as p<is.^ilde 

To be treated as one of the familv. 
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Thin Person. 

A nice warm room? 

Peer Gynt. 

But not too warm, 
Anri, preferably, I should like 
An easy access, in and out. 

So that I could retrace my steps 
If (opportunity should offer 
For something better. 

Thin Person. 

My dear friend, 

I really arn extremely sr)rry, 

But you can*t think how very often 
Exactly similar recpicsts 
Are made to me by peojde leaving 
The scene of all their earthly labours. 

Peer (ivNT. 

But when I rail to mind my conduct 
In days gone by, it seems to me 
I am ju>t suited for admittance 

Thin Person. 

But they were trifles 

Peer Gynt. 

In a sense; 

Still, now that I remember it. 

I did some trade in negro slaves 

Thin Person. 

I have had folk who carried on 
A trade in minds and wills, but still 
Did it halfdieartetlly, — and they 
Didn’t get in. 
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Peer Gynt. 

Weil — I've exj'K^rteii 
Idols of Buddha out to China. 

Thin Person. 

Rubbish! We only laugh at those. 
I liave known folk disseminating 
Uglier idols, far — in sermons. 

In art and literature — and yet 
Not getting in. 


Peer (ivNT. 

Yes, but — look here! 

I've passed myse lf otf as a Prophet! 

Thin Person. 

Abroad? That's nothing ! Sneh escaj^ades 
Pnd mostly in the ('a^ting-lacilf. 

If you've no stronger claim than that, 

I can't admit vou, however much 
I’d like to do it. 

Peek (ivNT. 

Wt‘ll,but -listen! 

I had been shipwr<'< krd, aiitl was clinging 
hast to a lK)at tliat had been rap>i/.( d. 

** A drowning man c lings to a stiaw," 

The saying goes; but the re's another: 

Everyon*‘ for himself — and so 

The fact that the s]iip*s cook was drowned 
Was certamlv half due to me. 

Thin Person. 

It would have been more to the point 
If you had been res|xmsibl<* 

For stealing half a ccx)k-inaid's virtue. 
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Begging your pardon, what's the good 
Of all this talk of half a sin ? 

Who do you think, in these hard times. 

Is going to waste expensive fuel 
On worthless rubbish such as that ? 

Now, don't be angry; it's your sins 
And not yourself I'm sneering at. 

Excuse my speaking out so plainly. 

Be wise, my friend, and give it up; 

Resign yourself to the Casting-ladle. 
Suppose I gave you board and lodging. 
What would you gain by that ? Consider — 
You are a reasonable man ; 

Your memory's good, it's very true; 

But everything you can recall. 

Whether you judge it with your head 
Or with your heart, is nothing more 
Than what our Swedish friends would call 
" Very poor sport." There's nothing in it 
That's worth a tear or worth a smile, 

Worth boasting or despairing of, 

Nothing to make one hot or cold — 

Only, perhaps, to make one angry. 

Peer Gynt. 

You can't tell where the shoe is pinching 
Unless you've got it on, you know. 


Thin Person. 

That’s true; and — tlianks to so-and-so — 
1 onlv need on<^ od<l one. Still, 

I'm glad vou im ntioned shoes, because 
It has remindeil me that I 
Must push along. I've got to fetch 
A joint I ho{>e will prove a fat one. 

1 haven’t any time to spare 
To stand here gossiping like this 
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Peer Gynt. 

And may I ask what sort of brew 
Of sin this fellow has concocted ? 

Thin Person. 

As far as I can gather, he 
Has been per'^istently himself 
By day and night; and that is what 
Is at the root of the whole matter. 

Peer Gynt. 

Himself? Does your domain include 
People like that‘s 

Thin Person. 

Just as it happens; 

Tlie door is always left ajar. 

Remember that there ar<‘ two ways 
A man can be him'^elf ; a cloth 
Has both a right <i(\c an<l a wrong. 

You know theyVe lately invmted in Paris 
A method by which they can take a portrait 
By means of the sun. Th<‘y ( an either make 
A picture like the original, 

Or else what is railed a negative. 

The latter rcyersf s th(' light and shade; 

To the casual eye it’s far from pr« itv; 

But the likt-ness is in it, all tla* same, 

And to bring it out is all that is luach d. 

If in the conduct of its lifr 
A soul has photographed itse lf 
So as to make a negative*, 

They don't on that a( roiint destroy 
The plate; tlicv "'cnd it on to me. 

I take in hand the n^st of the pro< ( -s, 

And proceed to efft'ct a transformation. 

I steam it, dip it, burn it, clean it. 

With sulphur and other ingredients. 
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Till I get the likeness the plate should give, — 
That's to say, what is called a positive. 

But when, as in your case, it's half rubbed out. 
No sulphur or lye is of any use. 

Peer Gynt. 

So, then, one may come to you like soot 

And depart like snow? — May I ask what name 

Is on the particular negative 

That you're on the point of converting now 

Into a positive? 


Thin Person. 

Yes — Peer Gynt. 

Peer Gynt. 

Peer Gynt? Indeed I Is Peer Gynt himself? 
Thin Person. 

He swears he is. 


Peer Gynt. 

He's a trutliful man. 


Thin Person. 
You know him, perhaps? 


So many p<*ople. 


Peer Gynt. 

Just as one knows 


Thin Person. 

rv<' not much time; 
Wiere did you see him last ? 
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Peer Gynt. 

At the Cape. 

Thin Person. 

The Cape of Good Hope? 

Peer Gynt. 

Yes — but I think 

He*s just on the point of leaving there. 

Thin Person. 

Then I must start for there at once. 

I only hope Tm in time to catch him! 

I've always had bad lurk at tlu' Cape — 

It's full of Missionaries from Stavanger. 

[Gers off southwards. 


Peer Gynt. 

The silly creature ! He’s off at a run ; 

On a wTong scent, too. He'll be disappf)inted. 

It was quite a plc'irsure to fool siu h a donkey. 

A nice chap, he, to give himse lf airs 
And come the superior over mr*! 

He has nothing to give himst If airs about ! 

He won't grow fat on his trad<*. I'll warrant; 

He'll lose his jid) if he isn't careful. 

I I’m! /'in not so ver\^ secure in the saddhs 
I am out of the " self "-aristocracy 
For good and all, as it seems to m<*. 

[A shooting-star flashes across the shy. He nods 
to it. 

Pt'cr Gynt salutes you, Brother Star! 

To shine, — to Ix' qiien(iKMl, anM h>st in the void — . 
[Pulls himself together apprehensively and plunges 
deeper into the mist. After a short silence he 
calls out : 

Is there no one in the universe — 
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Nor in the abyss, nor yet in heaven — ? 

[Retraces his steps, throws his hat on the ground 
and tears his hair. By degrees he grows 
calmer. 

So poor, so miserably poor 

May a soul return to the darkling mists 

And become as nothing. Beautiful earth. 

Forgive me for having trodden thee 
All to no purpose. Be autiful sun. 

Thy glorious rays have shone upon 
An empty shell — no one within 
To receive warmth and comfort from thee. 

The owner nt^ver in his house. 

B(3autiful sun, beautiful earth, 

*Twas but for naught you warmed and nourished 
My mother. Nature is a spendthrift, 

And the Spirit but a greedy mi^cr. 

One’s life’s a heavy price to pay 
For being bom. — I will go up, 

Up to the highest mountain-tops; 

I’ll see the sun rise once again, 

And gaze upon the promised land 
Until my eyes are weary. Then 
The snow may fall and cover me. 

And on my resting-place be written 
As epitaph: " The tomb of No One ’'! 

And — after that — well, come what may. 

CiiURCHFOLK {singing on the road). 

Oh, blt'ssed day when the Gift of Tongues 
Uescendod on earth in rays of firel 
O’er all the world creation sings 
The languagt' of the heavenly ijuirel 

Pkkr Gynt (crouching down in terror). 

I will not look! There’s nothing there 
Ihit desert waste. — I am in terror 
Of being dead long ere my death. 

(7>iVs to steal into the thickets, but finds himself 
standing at crossroads. 



Peer Gynt 


^37 


Scene XI 

(Scene. — Crossroads, Peer Gynt is confronted by 
the Button Moulder.) 

Button Moulder. 

Good morning, Peer Gynt! Where's your list of sins? 
Peer Gynt. 

I assure you that I have shouted and whittled 
For all I knew 1 

Button Moulder. 

But yet found no one? 

Peer Gynt. 

Only a travelling photograplier. 

Button Moulder. 

Well, your time is up. 

Peer Gynt. 

F!vrrythinf:'s up. 

The owl smells a rat. Do you h< ar him hooting? 

Button M(;ulder. 

That's the matins bell 

Peer Gynt (pointing). 

What's that, that’s shining? 

Button Moulder. 

Only a light in a house. 
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Peer Gynt. 

That sound 

Like wailing ? 


Button Moulder. 

Only a woman's song. 

Peer Gynt. 

'Tis there — there 1 shall find my list 
Of sins! 

Button Moulder (grasping him by the arm). 

Come, set your house in order! 

[They have come out of the wood, and are standing 
near Solveig’s hut. Day is daiming. 

Peer Gynt. 

Set my house in order? That's it! — Go! 

Be off! Were your ladle as big as a coffin, 

I tell you 'twould not hold me and my list ! 

Button Moulder. 

To the third crossroads. Peer; but then — I 

[Moves aside and disappears. 


Peer Gynt (approaching the hut). 

Bat kward or forward, it’s just as far; 

Out or in, the way’s as narrow. [Stops. 

No! Like a wild unceasing cry 
I seem to hear a voice that bids me 
Go in — go back — back to my home. 

[Takes a few steps, then stops again. 
” Kouiui alxnit,” said the Boyg! 

[Hears the sound of singing from the hut. 

No; this time 
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It's straight ahead in spite of all, 

However narrow be the way ! 

[/?Mns towards the hut. At the same time Solveig 
comes to the door, guiding her steps u iih a 
stick {for she is nearly blind). She is dressed 
for church and carries a prayer hook xcrapped 
up in a hindkerchief. She statuis still, erect 
and gentle. 

Peer Gvnt {throwing himself down on the threshold). 
Pronounce the sentence on a sinner! 

Solveig. 

Tishel 'Tishel Thanks be to God 1 

[Gropes for him. 

Peer (ivNT. 

Tell me how sinfully I have offendc dl 
Solveig. 

You have sinn(‘d in nothine, my own dear lad! 

[Gropes for him again, and finds him. 

Button Moulder {from b. hin t (he hut). 

Where is tliat list of Peer (iynt ? 

Peer ('»ym. 

Cry out, cry' out my sins aloud! 

Solveig {sitting doion beside him). 

You have made mv life a lx autiful song. 

Bless you for having come ba< k to me! 

And blest be this morn td P('nte<ost! 

Peer CiYst. 


Then I am lost I 
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SOLVEIG. 

There is One who will help. 

Peer Gynt {with a laugh), 

I^stl Unless you can solve a riddle I 

SOLVEIG. 

What is it ? 


Peer Gynt. 

What is it? You shall hear. 

Can you tell me where Peer Gynt has been 
Since last we met ? 

SOLVEIG. 

Where he has been ? 

Peer Gynt. 

With the mark of destiny on his brow — 

The man that he was when a thought of God*s 
Created him! Can you tell me that? 

If not, I must go to my last home 
In the land of shadows. 

SoLVEiG (smiling). 

That riddle's easy. 


Peer Gynt. 

Tell me, then — where was my real self, 
Complete and true — the Peer who bore 
The stamp of God upon his brow ? 

SOLVEIG. 

In my faith, in my hope and in my love. 
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Peer Gynt. 

What are you saying? It is a riddle 
That you are speaking now. So speaks 
A mother of her child. 

SOLVEIG. 

Ah, yes; 

And that is what I am ; but He 
Who grants a pardon for the sake 
Of a mother’s prayers, He is his father. 

[A ray of light seems to flash on Peer Gynt. 
lie cries out. 


Peer Gynt. 

Mother and wifel You stainless woman! 

Oh, hide me, hide me in your love! 

[Clings to her and buries his face in her lap. 
There is a long silence. The sun rises. 


S01.VEIG {singing softly). 

Sleep, my boy, mv dearest lx)y! 

I will rock you to sleep and guard you. 

Tlie boy has sat on his mother’s lap. 

The two have plaved tlio liv< long day. 

The lx)y has lain on his motlier’s Ixeast 
The livelong day. (iod bless you, my sweet I 

The boy has lain so close to my lu art 
The livelong day. He is weary now. 

Sleep, my Ixjy, my <learost bov ! 

1 will rock you to sleep and guard you. 

[The Button Moulder’s voice is heard from 
behind the hut. 
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Button Moulder. 

At the last crossroads I shall meet you, Peer; 
Then we’ll see — ^whether — I I say no more. 

SoLVEiG {singing louder in the sunshine), 

I will rock you to sleep and guard you 1 
Sleep and dream, my dearest boy 1 
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